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Anger suits not the giUYe. Oh ! my own love, 
Too late I see thy gentle constancy. 
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PREFACE. 



I AM told that there is a gênerai préjudice 
against a single volume. If so^ it must exist 
in the bookselling> not in the book-reading 
world : for which of iis ha& not been stunned 
with complaints of the diffuseness of modem 
novelists ? a charge from which the magician 
of the North has Barely escaped. I am per- 
suaded that no fïctitious intereat, no variety 
of incident, can be laboured to fill the honor- 
able complément of twelve himdred hot- 
pressed pages, without the intervention of 

What gquires call potter, and what men call prose. 

But since the advocates of tiiree respectable 
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octavo volumes may ' deny my right of asser- 
tion, let me défend ray cause by an exposi- 
tion of faets. 

What work of fiction bas ever obtained a 
more flattering popularity than The Vicar of 
Wakefidd? Which was the English novel 
included in each of the ten Carlton-hoiise lists 
of amusiiig works ? Roderick Random ! How 
stood Rnsselas in the public opinion on ifs 
first appearance ? Which of Mrs. Opie's 
raore lengthy performances is ever named in 
compétition with The Father and Daughtcr ? 
or where has Miss Edgworth surpassed her 
admirable Castle Rackrmt ? Were not The 
Mun of Fcelhig, and Julia de Roubigm, the 
Scotch novels of our youth ; — and has not 
Adam Blair been elevated more recently (o 
tlie same level ? 

Of Malilda I shall say nothing ; for I |>er- 
reive that its author has, in his second edi- 



PREFACE. 



tion, unworthily deserted the cause of solitary 
blessedness ; but I will rather tum to the 
annals of modéra French literature^ and in- 
qtiire what novels hâve been greater favourites 
than Elizabeth — ha Dot de Suzette — Ourika 
— Adolphe — Le Solitaire, and Paul et Vir- 
ginie ? 

I find thatmy ^^ modem instances" are too 
numerous for the préface of so despised an 
interloper in the literary world as a single 
volume ! Let me, therefore, leam to endure 
its contumely with due humility — and be 
silent. 
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Pajfp 6, Une 10, for Icstet, read leste et. 

55, 14, 1 

59, 13, J ^'^ 01»etto degli Ebrai. read Ohotta degli Kbrfi. 

1G2, 16, for sacrifies, read sacrifices. 
171, 4, for Gërilf, read QérïVLj, 

197. 12, for camoradtf, read caiNoreufc. 

230, 17. for percived, read perceiyed. 

S38, ^^tfor form, read from. 

861, 11, for conteaut read couteau, 
263, 7. for Sneyders^ read Snydert, 

310, SI, for betn. read 6ttfa. 

31S, 18, for mMteuU read méritent. 

313, 6, for j(Umai$t read jamaù. 



yoorite palace of Marly, in the autamn of the 
year 17—» that he first propoeed to the Duc de 

L » in teiTDB which» to an ezperienced courtier 

of thoee days» held the importance of commanda, 
the marriage of his only son with the heiress 
of the ancient fieunily of Roche-Ouyon. 

Although every advantage was included in such 
a connexion, which could gratify the pride, or 

B 



2 THE LETTRE J>E CACHET. 

satisfy the avarice of an illustrious house ; al- 
though it afforded every promise which could be 
exacted by paternal affection, or by the exigence 
of a chef de famille ; still there was a mix- 
ture of inquiétude, — a slight shadow of anxiety 
in the respectful obeisance with which the pro- 
position was received. ** It is time," added the 
king, with an air of graceful condescension which 
increased^ if possible, the dignified hauteur of his 
usual demeanouTy ^^ It is time that the Marquis 

de L should no Ibnger remain a stranger to 

the pleasures of the court. I wish to begin his 
season of favour as early as the affection I hâve 
ever borne towards his family will entitle him to 
ej[;pect. We hâve yet some days unexpired of 
our stay at Marly ; — ^your lordship will hâve the 
kindness to express our wish, that he should asâst 
at the remaining fêtes which will euliven our 
sojourn." 

Eminently gifted to adorn the high station to 
which he was now, for the first time, publicly 
summoned, the young Gustave de L ex- 
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changed with delight the dulness of the paternal 
château, where, under the guidance of the Abbè 
de Fresnoy» he had wom away his weary hoars 
between the pedantic and heavily-inflicted lessons 
of his prfeceptor, and the enjoyment of such field- 
sports as might become one of gentle blood — (and 
even thèse \Fere tinctured with the formai! ties 
which pervaded every branch of a noble establish- 
ment) — ^for thé enjoyments of the most brilliant 
court that had yet unfolded its magnificence on 

the banks of the Seine. 

It may be doubted, whether a young noble 
of the présent day would hail such an introduc- 
tion with pleasure^ or submitto it with dis- 
content. The severe laws of étiquette then ez- 
istingy the slightest infraction of which was 
sn£9cient to call down on its perpetrator the full 
weight of royal displeasure, and the inévitable 
accompaniment of fashionable ignominy; — ^the 
cold formalities which then invaded even the do- 
mestic privacies of courtier life ;— the base re- 
flunciation of personal freedom and enjoyment, 
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exacted from every member of a royal train ; — 
tlie perpétuai etate of représentation whîch ex- 
cluded the indulgence of every natural feeling 
and frailty ; — ail theee are reatraints, which, to 
an independent mind, and a body untamed to 
relinquish the common impulses of huiuanity, 
are sufficîently Irksome to co un ter balance even 
the glories of a Cordon, and the overpowerîng 
influence of a royal smile. But in those days, 
when the children of the nobilîty, and of those 
deatîned to *' dwell in the purlleus of the courts 
of kings," were tralned from their cradies in the 
obaervance of every stricter form of social cere- 
mony; — when they were nursed in lappets.and tot- 
tered in a hoop instead of a go-cart, as the existing 
portraits of high and puissant infant princes, in 
wide-akirted coats, and ail the happily-esploded 
finery of a court toilet, atlll attest ; — when they saw 
iheir parents estimate an apartment at Versailles, 
however paltry and inconvénient, far above those 
of llieir own roomy and magnificent hôtels ; and 
heard the deeda — the grâces — the coiirtesies of 
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tfae Grand Monarque made an hourly thème of 
wonder and of admiration, it is not remarkable 
that a présentation at courte under favourable 
auspicesy should haye been considered by a yoang 
aspirant, as in£erior only to an introduction 
within the gâtes guarded by St. Peter himself. 
£ven Gustave de L , whose mind had suffered 
lésa dégradation from the debasing habits and 
chilling influ^ces of early educatiou than mott 
of those of his âge and class, felt no trifling 
flutter of spirit as he rolled into the vast court- 
yard ; his six ^' dappled Flanders mares/' sinking 
under the weigbt of gorgeous ho\m^, and 
dragging a yehicle, which rather resembled a 
capaciaus Êimily dwelling-hou8e,.than those we 
dévote to a similar service in the présent day. 

Where is now the fiather» who, on the approach 
of an only and beloved son, would stand unmoved 
at the end of a long suite of apartments, till the 
appointed number of folding doors had been 
opened and shut by the appointed number of 
laquais, and valets de chambre? Or where is 
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now the son, who would consider himself honoured 
by being permitted to salute a well-ruffled hand, 
coldly extended towards hîs lips by his own 
father? 

But Gustave saw only in this recteption the 
common politeness çf civilised life. He knew 
himself blessed far beyond any young man of his 
own acquaintance, in the affection and considéra- 
tion of his father ; and although himself 

Beau— brillant-^lestet volage — 

Aimable et fraDC, comme od Test au bel âge, 

he could reconcile the most formai and respectfui 
observance of the forms of society, with the warm- 
est glow of filial tenderness. 

The dëbût of the young Marquis de L. was 
eminently successful. At the coucher of the king» 
the bougeoir, glorious distinction! was vouch- 
safed to his hand. The Princesse de Conti, the 
lovely dàughter of La Vallière, and at that mo- 
ment the reigning beauty of Versailles, had pro- 
nounced him to be " d'une tournure des plus dis- 
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tinguées r aed thie Duc de Lauzun Iiad requested 
the address of his embroiderer ! What marvel 
then that the gênerai voice should congratulate 
the father of so promising a son ; or that the 
famé of the embryo gallant of the Court should 
penetrate even the parloir where Mademoiselle 
de la Roche-Quyon awaited his formai présenta- 
tion ! 

But it was rumoured, in that favorite nest of 
Rnmour, the palace of Versailles, with its immea- 
Burable corridores, and their pigeon-hole logements, 
that the Duc de L. had required a delay in nego* 
ciating the marriage in question ; and it was even 
whispered that the statesman had exhibited an 
indifférence on the subject of the alliance altoge- 
ther, sufficiently irritating to the lofty line of 
Roche-Guy on, which boasted of Princes, Car 
dinals, and Field-Marshals, enough to puzzle the 
numération table. 

In the mean time Gustave's éducation was not 
neglected. He was instructed how many paces 
to advance as the grèat Louis passed through the 
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gallery to maas ; — how many secoDda to employ 
in drawing off hU glove, should a Prince of tli 
blood, by aukwardly dropping hia ovra, require 
hÎ8 aid in ils restoration ; — how many inchea to 
depress hïs shoulders should one of the " chîldren 
of France" honour him by his Royal notice ; — and 
how many inches lower, should he be eqnally fa- 
vored by one of the children of the kiijg ; for the 
offspring of Madame de Montespan were gène- 
rally believed to hold a tnuch dearer place in the 
affections of his Majesty, than elther the Dauphin 
or his brother. He was taught 

To whoDi tu bow — irhoDi mke into hïs cuach ; 
in short, the frank, the honeat-hearted Gustave, 
ran no trifling risk of becomlng a tnere pitifui, 
cringing, formai, well-bred Marquis de L., full 
of idle pretensions and narrow designs. But a 
pause soon occurred in the practice of his newly- 
acquired accomplîshments. 

The Duc de L. had requeated an audience, iii 
order to demaud the outrageous freedom of seven 
days' release from his duties ; and, on pretence of 
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urgent personal business at the Château de 

L , he was graciously permitted to visitliis 

domain, for the first time during several years. 
The Duc de L had never, it is true, evinced 

any particular prâileetion for the habitation of 
his ancestors. The Château de L — '-^ was con-> 
nected in his mind with the memory of his wife, 
a frail and unfortunate woman, — ^whose affections, 
unfettered by a mère marriage of convenance^ had 
been fixed on other objects than her husband and 
son ; and whose early death had alone rescued 
her from public infamy. 

Gustave contemplated, Mrith fresh émotion, a 
first domestication with his father. GracefuI, 
but possessed of a dignity of deportment almost 
amounting to coldness, the countenance of the 
Duc de L had sùffered so severe a schooling 
in the service of royalty, that it was difficult to 
decypher the real nature of his disposition through 
any external show of feeling. His conduct alone 
had stamped upon his character the réputation of 
a high-minded and honest man ; of one incapable 
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of abuBing the high trust repOsecl in him by his 
Sovereign. But further, pénétration reached, 
and famé spoke not. Whether a eensibility i 

wounded by his domestic sorrowa, or whether 

I native indifférence had framed the calm apathy 

of his demeanour, — none guessed, and least of 
ail that Eon, to whom he waa better known in 
his ofEcial character, than in the seclusion of 
private life. He might be gênerons and warm- 
hearted ; — he mîght be libéral in his opinions, { 

and tender in his adectîona, as he was stately and 
reserved; but Gustave possessed at présent no 
key to the cypher. He was to him, as to others, 

the upright minister, — the stern Duc de L ; 

he had never yet proved himself the father and 
the friend. 

On the evening of their arrivai at L , the 

duke and hîs son were invited to contemplate the 
loveliness of a summer sunset, from one of the 
lofty terraces overhangjng the river Loire, which 
formed a principal ornament of its far-famed 
gardens. As they paced slowly along, the broad 
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gravel — ^loDg, sliadowless, and uDmeaning,— re- 
tumed no tribute of beauty or fragrance, to the 
bright rayB that lay revelling on its bosom. In 
tliat stately garden» no wilderness of flowen, no 
entanglement of luxuriant verdure, invited the 
wandering Btep to find refuge from noonday 
sultriness; no clustering blossoms required the 
aid of female taste to prop and direct their grace- 
ful growth ;— no carol of birds broke at day- 
dawn from the bushesi; — but ail was artificial, 
heartlessy and magnificent. The flowers them- 
selves, which adorned the parterres, were of a 
gaudy and untasteful sélection. The tall holly« 
hocky in its rich variety of ranks and colours ; 
a9ters and daisies of every dye; — ^the myrtle, 
clipped and formai, ranged in marble vases along 
the parapet of the terrace, and mingled at intervals 
with pomegranate and orange trees, similarly rob- 
bed of their natural beauty. The very jessamine, 
that ^< chartered libertine," ceased to be a va- 
grant there ; and closely nailed over the trellice of 
a bosquetf no longer drooped its silver stars within 
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reach of the hand. There was a brook too, 
which nature had hère destïned to pour its waters 
into the Loire, from a gravelly bed, where the 
epotted trout might hâve darted along the shal- 
lows, shaded by a iiatural fringe of maple and 
hazel. But ït had been direcled from its channel 
by the perplexing hand of art, to water the duaty 
fouDtains, where " gaping Tritons," and a thou- 
sand veDomotiB reptiles spouted forth their rage 
againet the ehrinking form of Latoiiit protecting 
her twins, and partly iiito marble tanks, where 
the carp basked glittering in the sun, and ap- 
peared to pant for a niore congenial élément. 
Such were the omamentB of the garden where 

the Duc de L and hia son stood contempla- 

ting the eetting of a summer sun, over a land- 
scape rîchly clothed with foreat wood, and al- 
ready partially enlivened by the vintage feast. 
'* Thia beautifui spectacle," aaid the Duke mourn- 
fuUy, " ia somewhat new to me. Were it not 
too late to debate upon the eligibility of the life 
I hâve clioueu unto myaelf, I might be led to in- 
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qiiîre whether the mighty Giver of such gifts 
will foi^ive their cold and hasty résignation for 
the artificial atmosphère of a court, I feel, at 
thk moment,» as though I had ungraciously re- 
jected the offering of a friend ! Gustave — I hâve 
lived too long for the world ;-<— the lamp of life is 
already on the wane; and the unprofitable pur- 
suits for which it hath been consumed hâve lefb 
little behind but vexation and regret. Yes, my 
son ! the silence with which you listen to my 
words, the coldness with which you contemplate, 
for the first time, the émotions of your father, 
&tally évince that I hâve omitted to cultivate the 
affections of my child ; even as the beauties of 
the création reproach me in the simplicity of their 
loveliness, that I hâve hitherto neglected their 
enjoyment. It is fitting that both should be with* 
drawn from me.'* 

The tears that arose in the eyes of the minister, 
as he uttered thèse words, were already more 
than answered in those of his son ; but startled 
and even awed by so unlooked for a display of 
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agitation and bitter reflection on the part of his 
fether, he replied only by l'espectfully taking his 
hand, and pressing it to his lips. After a few 
moments of mutual silence, the duke resumed, 
in the altered and deep tone of vôice which fitted 
the intense ^nd confiicting émotions of his heart :— 
'* Gustave — it was for no idle purpose — ^no solici- 
tude for worldly advantage, that I declined an im- 
médiate termination of our treaty with the family 
of Roche-Guyon, and withdrew from the importu- 
nate solicitations of Versailles to this scène of tran- 
quillity. It is rjequisite that you should at kngth 
know, and be known to your surviving parent. 
My beloved child — let us no longer be strangers 
to each other !" 

Deeply impfessedy the young man foUowed in 
silence the hurried and agitated steps of the 

Duc de L , to the fiill extent of the terrace; 

then leaning heavily on the marble balustrade of 
a flight of massive steps which led to the saloou, 
the Duke resumed his stately pace, as he passed 
through a file of liveried attendants in the ante- 
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chainber. For a moment, the warm current of 
his feelings appeared to freeze again — he resumed 
his former sternoess ; but when the servants whom 
he had hastily summoned to snpply the coffee- 
service, withdrew» he commanded that no one 
should présume to interrupt him for the rest of 
tlie evening; and motioning to Gustave to foUow 
him, he led the way to a boudoir which ter mi* 
nated the suite of apartments they inhabited. It 
was a small octagon room, richly hung with blue 
damask, and enriched with gilded comices and 
window frames. Â canopy of similar materials, 
and two massive buhl cabinets, completed its 
furniture ; and its gênerai appearance denoted 
that it had been a favorite resort of female taste. 

^* This was my la te mother's chosen apart- 
ment," said the Duke, hastily throwing himself 
upon the couch, and desiring his son to place 
himself at his side ; ^< vvhat think you of the taste 
of its décorations ?" 

Gustave, concluding that his fiither wished to 
withdraw his personal observation from himself, 
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by this Inquiry^ began carelessly to admire some 
of the thousand costly trinkets scattered on the 
cabinets ; and to examine the festoons of exquisite 
carving which decorated the pannels. <Mt is 
indeed/' he re'plied, **a fairy palace — a nest of 
élégance and luxury." *^ It is a cavern of dam- 
nation !" said the duke, in a hoUow, agonized 
voice. " Gustave— it was on this' very spot that 
the heart of thy father received the deepest 
wound which could afflict humanity, — herOf the 
curse fell upon me ! Yea ! hère hâve I suffered 
the torments of the condemned, — and even hère 
will I dérive my first consolation, by unfolding 
the mystery of my early life to the commisération 
ofmychild.'* 

** Not now — ^not at this agitating moment^ 
my lord ! — spare us both, my beloved father." 

•* Gustave, it is at this hour only, that the 
knowledge of your father's destiny may in aught 
avail you, and prevent you from rashly under- 
taking the fulfilment of duties, upon whose good 
or evil consummation dépends the happiness or 
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the utter désolation of your future existence. 
Had I been so exhorted — so tenderly fore- 
warnedy what hours of bitter and unmitigated 
torture had I been spared ! But I will no longer 
keep you in suspense," added he, rising, and 
taking a large packet of writings from one of 
tbe cabinets. ^'Read thèse» my dear son» and 
judge as leniently as you may» the feelings of a 
father who has himself so bitterly expiated the 
errors of hîs youth." 

So saying, and placing in the hands of Gustave 
the important writings to which he alluded, the 

Duc de L slowly wîthdrew from the apart- 

ment. 
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" Room — room within. 
For the boj Lordiling, and his parasites I 
Vice, wilh her scorpion ihadon" — dire Reraorse, — 
Follf, with flaunting plumes and Jing'lin^ bniible — 
Waste, with ouUtretohing bands — and lewd ExcesSi 
Sei! how they follow, like a rabble-rout, 
Cheerin^ him on to nûn."— The Proiligal. 



Ci)t IBlanutftrfpt. 
" To you, my son, it were needless to enlarge 
upon the noble deseent of our house. From 
your cradle even until iiow, the babbling of do- 
mestics, the blazonries of the hevald, and even 
the archives of your native land, hâve not faîled 
to impress upon your mind the aplendour of the 
line to which you belong. Sufficiently consciousof 

this advantage, my father, the late Duc de L , 

had selected hîs wife in a family equally illus- 
trious ; and my mother, in adding to our ea- 
cutcheon thebearingsof the house of Mo nthéniar. 
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faad also contributed to our household gifts, its 
pride — and its poverty. In depicting her cha- 
racter, let me not be guilty of unnatural harsh- 
ness ; — ^yet deeply as the &ilings of her nature 
faave been visited upon me and mine, I may not 
— I cannot consider them with the lenient sub- 
mission of a son. The small measure of personal 
care and affection bestowed upon my childhood, 
when that mother was diverted from the comple- 
tion of every domestic duty by the yanities of 
successfiil beauty, as well as by the anxieties of 
the most insatiate ambition, convinces me that to 
her maternai tendemess alone, I am little indebted 
for the importance I afterwards assumed in her 
eyes. I can remerober no instance in which one 
genuine caress of motherly love, one spontaneous 
effusion of womanly tendemess, was ever lavished 
on me by the Duchesse de L— . A transient 
notice of my growth, or a censure of my personal 
appearance, as she passed thrpugh my chamber, 
on her way to the brilliant saloon, where a thou- 
sand adnûrers waited her arrivai^ was her sole 

G 2 
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acknowledgment of my esisteuce. I had one 
sister, who shared, or more tlian ehared with me, 
the indifférence of my raother ; and we grew to- 
gether like weeds in the désolation of a neglected 
garden. While still a child, I was informed ihat 
she was destined for a cloister ; and the idea of 
being parted from Adélaïde taught me the first 
sensation of sorrow. She was the companîon of 
my sports, the gentle assistant of my earliest 
studies. When threatened by my attendatits with 
the dîspleasure of my motlier, whose image was 
always asaociated in my mind with the idea of 
privation and punishment, Adélaïde was my con- 
8o1iiig angel. But ail this was soon to end ; and 
before she had attaitied even the second stage of 
childhood, she was removed, to complète her 
éducation, in the convent where, from her birth, 
she had been destined hereafter to take the veil. 

To mitigate the pain occaaioned by this se* 
paration, the rudiments of the disgusting art of 
expediency, to whîch I hâve since learned tu sa- 
crifice so deeply, were then first unfolded lo my 
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comprebension. I was, for the first time, given 
to understand that to the awful pre-eminence of 

rank, attached to the house of L , was linked 

the dégradation ôf pecuniary embarrassroents. 
Too indolent, too arrogant to improve the re- 
sources of his impoverished revenues by personal 
exertion, or even by personal privation, my fa- 
ther continued to enjoy the luxurious and wanton 
waste of magnificence which pervaded every 
branch of his establishment ; while increased ex- 
penditure, and decreased means — decreased by a 
long succession of inactive and prodigal ances- 
tors^ as well as by the haughty recklessness of a 
profuse wife, threatened to subject his âge to 
penury and deprivation. By sacrificing his only 
daughter to a life of religions seclusion, he was 
enabled to évade her claim to a maintenance and 
dowry suitable to her name ; and by condemning 
his only remaining child to an ill-assorted union, 
for the purpose of attaching to his own the 
splendid domains of the Maréchal de Viry, he 
trusted to escape the necessity for personal sacri- 
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fiçea by which he was meiiaced. From an eai-ly 
âge l was taught to coijBÏder my future destiny as 
already assigned. The hopes — the doubts — the 
fears of affection were deiiied me ; and my path 
of life, long, wearisome, and fully developed, lay 
before me. It was formally announced to me, 
that as soon as onr respective agea permîtled, I 
was to be united to Mademoiselle de Viry ; and 
that in the mean tïme, my partial and ill-directed 
éducation was to be completed by a tour through 
the principal countries of Europe, under the 
tuition of a former secretary of my father, a 
Monsieur de Tervines. 

No proposition could hâve been more acceptable 
to my feelings. Of ail the varions projects thus 
unfolded to my imagination, Mademoiselle de 
Viry, and my intended marriage, appeared the 
leaBl important. I had been already initiated into 
the dulness and ennui of my father's atately train 
of idle parasites ; 1 had been already wearied by 
the monotonous bon-ton, and empty assumptions 
of my mothor'fi chosen côteric, The ledtous inanily 
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of court whispers — the mortification of dîsappoînt- 
ed solicitation — the rnean avidily — the eolemn 
emptiness of the great, had already disgustednie 
with the domestic habits of our house; and the 
Iroublesome considération, w hic h already began to 
attach itseJf to the only son of the Duc de L-— — , 
taught me to abhor the ïrksome and heartlesa 
watchfulnegs with which I was now beset by my 
roother. As the heir of ber name, as the reatorer 
of the fallen fortunes and tottcring greatness of 
her house, I soon learned my clainjs to her atten- 
tion ; — as her son — as tlie offspring of her bosom, 
how lîttle had they availed me t 

In order to receive my homage in présence of 
our united families, Mademoiselle de Viry was 
withdrawn from her convent, — the same in which 
my unfortunate siater was sentenced to waste 
away the beauty and joy of her youth ; — and im- 
medîately after this short and formai interview, 
I departed from Paris. I remarked nothing i» 
my intended bride, except that her appearance 
was mean, her address awkward, and lier counte- 
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nance cold and cootracted. But I grieved not 
over her want of personal charins. The pro- 
spect of our union was remote — remole at least to 
the unpractised eye of youth. Three yeara weie 
previously to elapse — three joyous and varying 
years of endless diversion, and what visionary 
projects already floated before my imagination ! 
Of ail the BtudieB, to whicli, by choice or uecea- 
BÎty, I had addressed myaelf, tlie art of painting, 
then little practised in France by amateurs, was 
the only one to whîch I had accorded a pré- 
férence. The prospect of visiting Italy had 
ever been my favourite day-dream ; and now, 
the approaching realization of my hopes fiUed 
me with delight. Venice — Florence — Rome — 
Naples — with theîr train of voluptuous enjoy- 
ments ; — the clssaic temples of art — the festivals 
of the great — ail that could charm the ear — the 
eye — the touch,— appearedawaitingmy sélection. 
From the discipline of my governor, the ex- 
ceasea of whose conduct at Paris had been ill 
coDcealed from my observation, I knew I had 
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little to dread. In Monsieur de Tervines, I ex- 
pected to find^ and I afterwards found, an élégant 
and easy companion; too well bred to intrude 
on my amusements, and too selfish to forego his 
own. From the first^ there existed an ejLcellent 
understanding between us. His letters to my 
father, which were but of rare occurrence, 
teemed with encomiums of my prudence, of the 
propriety of my gênerai demeanour, and of my 
success at the various courts to which we had 
presented letters of introduction. While mine, 
which were still more rare, carefuUy eztoUed 
the gentlemanly address and steady surveillance 
of my preceptor and friend, Monsieur de Ter- 
vines. It was true indeed, that he assiduously 
attended me to the Tennis Court, and shared in 
my lessons of equitation, and of the Italian lan- 
guage ; but the greater part of my time was left 
absolutely to my own disposai ; and at the âge of 
twenty^ in the fuU excitation of every passion, 
and in the total absence of each better monitor, 
it is not wonderful that my career was marked 
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by excesses, such as I will Dot dorade myself 
by unfolding to the knowledge of my son, 

It waa nearly seven months after my departure 
from Paria, that we agreed, contrary to the ex- 
press directions of my father, to pass the season 
of the carniyal at Venice. That romautic city, 
at ail times a very palace of the sensés, — boasted, 
at the period to whîch I allude, of a society of 
young nobles, probably the most dissolute in 
Europe. I had become accidentaliy acquainted 
at Milan, with one of its most distinguished 
members, the Prince Caratelli. Libe myself, the 
only son of an illiistrious family, — Hke myself, 
of a turbulent and ungovernable splrit, — like 
myself, left to pursue the dictâtes of an ïll-re- 
gulated mind, — he became my chosen companion ; 
initiating me into the looser pleasures of a licen- 
tious career ; pointing, by his bolder and more 
confident frame of mind, to excesses, from which 
at first 1 shrank with dismay ; and lendîng a 
charm, through the élégance of his personal 
appenrance, and tho grâces of nn accomplished 
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figure, to deeds which had otfaerwîse revolted 
me by their native repulsiveness. It would be 
difficult to conceive a more highly-gifted being 
than ÇarateUi, considering him as a mère créa- 
ture fashioned by the Almighty Maker of the 
uniyerse ; and surely it is in itself no small 
measure of sin, to poUate the imi^e of God as 
it was hourly polluted by him ; and to dégrade 
the attributes of Onmipotence with every abase- 
ment that humanity can compass. 

We accompanied Caratelli to Venice; and 
under his auspices were initiated into -the first 
class of Society in that illustrious city, as well 
as into the orgies by which he delighted to level 
himself with the lowest it afforded. Wine — 
women— ^ice,— corapanionship with the sharper, 
the harloty and the drunken reveller — such 
were our pastimes — such the desperate resources 
of our desperate hearts. We had exhausted 
every guiltless means of diversion ; . till» wearied 

• 

to satiety by gratified and lawless indulgence, we 
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dmined every fonntain oi pleasure till its dregs 
were bitterness to the taste. 

It was durîng the last days of the carnival, 
that on sallying forth from a scène of Baccha- 
nalïan riot, \rhere we had passed the night, a 
quarrel, respecting a worthless woman, arose 
among the iiiebriated group of which I formed 
a part. Rash words — rash and intemperate 
words — passed aniongst us ; and in the flush of 
wine, sivords were drawn, and blowa exchanged, 
eveu before the cause of the dispute was exactly 
known. Monsieur de Tervines and a young 
NeapoHtan officer were on iny side — on the 
other, alas ! were Caratelli, and three of his 
chosen associâtes, After a personal encounter 
with one of the three, whora I disarmed, I turned, 
on an exclamation of my companion, and per- 
ceïved that three of our antagoniste had disap- 
peared ; one only, and that one Caratelli, ivas 
I lyîng bleeding on the ground. A cold chill 

I Htruck to my heart ; I feit an instant presentiment 
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tbat he was mortally wounded. He was not in- 
sensible^ — ^but as we raised him from the ground, 
his ghastly countenance^ exhibited by the duU 
grey twilight of a spring dawn, afforded jus- 
tifiable cause of alarm. We removed him into 
the porch of a neighbouring monastery of Do- 
minicans^ who afibrded him every relief that 
kindness or skill could suggest. The sword, 
which was that of Monsieur de Tervines, had 
broken in his side by the violence of his &11 ; 
and before the fragment could be eztracted, an 
opération attended with some danger, it was 
jiidged necessary to acquaint his family with 
his situation. 

They came — the haughty patricîan father — 
now moved by the danger of his first-bom to 
the weakness and gentleness of a child — the stem 
mother — now pale, tearless, and speéchless, sor- 
rowing together in their hopeless agony over the 
prodigal, but still beloved ! As they bent over the 
pallet on which, for the sake of immédiate relief, 
Caratelli had been deposited, the glittering splen- 
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doTir of hÎ9 masquerade habit, displaying in ils 
partial removal the muscular vigour of hls per- 
son, formed a strikïng contrast with the grey 
garba and sallow and passionlesa countenances 
of the cmacïated brotherhood who were minis- 
tering to his relief, Hia mother tnelt by his 
side, with hia unnerved and relaxîng hand clasped 
in her own ; and the long white robe, in whlch, 
amid the dread atillness of the night she had 
been hurried from her home, was Boiled and 
dabbled in blood — the llfe blood of her only son. 

De Tervines was leanîng against the wall of 
the dormitory, in breathless anxîety; and scarcely 
conacious of a wound, at any other moment, 
siifficiently painful. Such, Gustave — such waa 
ihe scène of misery to which the path of habituai 
vice had conducted your father ! 

The cloaing hour of Caratellï's life was worthy 
of a far nobler commencement, Naturally of a 
noble and gênerons disposition, his spirit, about 
to put on iminortality, appeared to shake off the 
corruption by which it had been obacured, and to 
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ezhibit ônly t^ better impulses of its nature. His 
dying request to his parents was, that they should 
neither directly nor indirectly seek to avenge his 
death. He stretched out his hands to De Tervines 
and myself ; and frankly acknowledged that he 
had fuUy provoked his fate by his own violence 
of temper. Then^ faintly smiling, he counselled 
me to withdraw immediately from Venice, lest the 
law» and eitber his personal friends, or. my own 
Personal enemies, should profit by my mischance, 
to interfère with his good wishes for my welÊEire. 
« For you. De Tervînes," added he, " I hâve, 
if I mistake not, placed an unfortunate obstacle 
to your flight, — ^look well to your guard arm» for 
the blow of CarateUi hath long been esteemed a 
sure one. But, till your wound.is healed, pro- 
mise me to unité pénitence and security, by re- 
maining under sanctuary in this monastery. — My 
life on it you will not be in case to rejoîn your 
pupil till you hâve assisted at a hundrjed masses 
for the repose of my soûl." I shuddered at this 
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last flight of levity ; for, as he spoke, hîs voice 
grew fainter, and his wovde became perplexed in 
the approach of death ; and in a few moments, 
before any material assistance had been rendered 
him, one long piercing shrîek from bïa kueeling 
mother, apprized us that the spirit had passed 
away. I looked, and Bawthe tîxedand uninformed 
features — the still lips, whence the breath of life 
had departed — and I knew that Caratelli was in- 
deed no more ! 

In a few hours, clad in the dresa of my own 
servant, who by mutual arrangement was to 
remain with my suSèring frîend De Tervines, 
mounted on a fleet horse, and carrylng with me a 
sufficlent Bum in gold, I was out of the Venetîan 
terrîtories, and on my road towards Rome. Gra- 
cious God ! by what a torrent of overwhelmîng 
émotion waa my heart oppressed on my firat pause 
from the necessary speed of my course .' The 
éventa of the preceding day and night had suc- 
ceeded each other with such bewildering rapidity, 
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tfaat, but an apparent moment past, and Caratelli 
was wassailing by my sîde in the intemperate 
recklessneés of youth and joy;^ — ^his clear and 
manly voice leemed yet ringing in my ears — his 
friendly pressure seemed still resting on my 
shoulder— r-but now, the damps of death were 
on that haughty brow» — and I, his hand-in-hand 
companion, was fleeing, a midnight fugitive, be- 
fore the avengers of his murder ! I passed by 
necessity one fevered night of agitation and re- 
morse, at a misérable inn on the road ; — and there» 
in my solitary vigils, I could not drive the wild 
laugh of Caratelli from my ears ; nor from my 
touchy the dying grasp of his cold damp hand. 
Oh God! what awful reflections— what humi- 
liating, what overcoming récriminations obscured 
my troubled &culties during that dreadful night ! 
It was necessary, however, for my security that 
I should now adopt décisive measures for my fur- 
ther safety ; not only on my own account, but to 
prevent the knowledge of my ôrrors and those of 
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my preceptor, from reaching my family. I de- 
termined therefore on a temporary change o£ 
name and station^ till the restoration of De 
Tervines should enable him to rejoin me. I sold 
my horse to the Aubergiste ; and on foot, and in 
the guise of a nàmeless and obscure traveller^ I 
entered Rome. 
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Chapter III. 



** Rome, depuis long temps, est Tasile des exilés de la 

terre." — De Stabl. 



^^ Of ail who ever passed the mighty gâtes of the 
< Eternal City»' no one had surely ever con- 
templated its approach with an utter indifierence 
like mine. Its glories — ^its greatness, past or pré- 
sent — ^its treasuriès of art — its influence over the 
fate of nations — ^what were thèse but vanity to 
me ! The énergies of my mind seemed gathered 
up within the winding-sheet of my friend — ^the 
puises of my heart seemed withered by the blow 
that had laid him with the dead. — Even now« I 
had contemplated the passing of a soûl from mor- 
tality to immortality! — Eternity had been half 
unveiled before my eyes ; — and as I turned from 
so awful a spectacle, how vain — how mean — how 
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impotent appeared the pride of a ruined forum — 
the BpleDdaiir of a gorgeous and sovereigti altar I 
My first measure on my arrivai wae to posaess 
myeelfof an obscure lodging in one of tlie less- 
frequented parts of the city ; and there, under 
the assumed name of lâvisier, I passed for a 
young Frencli artist, sojcurning at Rome for the 
purpose of improvenaenl in my profession. Ha- 
raEsed and disgusted by the inquisilive fuiniliarity 
to which I waa expoaed by the meanncas of the 
rank of socJety to which I had announced myself 
as belonging, — familiarity equally iiovel and irri- 
tatiDg to oue accustomed from his birth to the 
déférence and regard of the vulgar, I waa fre- 
quently driven, however reluctantly, frona the 
pîtifui habitation where I had chosen my retreat ; 
and instead of abandoning myaelf to that silence 
and solitude which would hâve been most con- 
genial to my existing frame of mind, I fled from 
the loneliness of roy apartment to the still lone- 
licr refuge of a crowd ; and there, unknowing 
ajld ii!jkiJow,Bj .1 ^PÎpgled lyilb a mass of indi 
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irkltials, alike nncomeious and careless of my 
«zistefice. Hour after hour, day after day, I 
paraded the public ways of Rome ; attracting in 
my simple gairb no notice which might thereafter 
e&tail the shame of récognition upon the heir of 

the honse of L *-. My mind was indeed deeply 

fihahen by the afflicting scènes to which I had 
been recently a witness ; yet had I but possessed 
a single friend-— coùld I hâve addresséd myself to 
any human being for consolation in my sorrow, or 
exhortation in my bewHdermenty — and more than 
àlly had I been blest with a fitting consciousness 
of Divine power and niercy , I had not fallen into 
so utter a self-abandonment. 

Indiffèrent, however, as I had become to ail 
ezternal shows, I felt myself impelled^ by total 
încapabilîty of employment, to vîsit the principal 
objects of interest in the city. The chùrches — 
the palaces — and galleries of modem Rome ; — ^the 
desolated temples — ^theruined walls of the ancient 
city, passed before my eyes like the empty 
pageant of a dream. Cold and unexcited, self- 
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weary and self-condemned — my soûl, chilled eveu 
unto apathy in its lonelineas, returned no écho to 
the voice of theae mighty moDumentB of past âges. 
Their beauty touched not my heart ; their déso- 
lation roused not my regret, There was a sound 
of lamentation still ringîng in my ears, which 
overpowered ail other complaining — even the 
voice of a childless raother Borrowing over her 
bereavement, At lenglh, unable longer to endure 
the lassitude of niind which made my season of 
expectation and seclugion appear unending, 1 de- 
termined to profit by my assumed character, ajid 
place myself under the tuition of some artist of 
eminence, in order to perfect myself in the art 
of figure- paintîng, I visited accordingly every 
studio of note ; and finally entered myself as a 
pupil, under an historical painter commonly 
known in Rome by the name of Geriglio. He 
was a Frenchman by birth; bot having passed 
into Italy, early in life, under the patronage of 
the Cardinal de Richelieu, in order to complète 
hÎB professioiial educnlion, he had marned. and 
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àbtained a naturalizatiôn in Rome, in préférence 
to retumîng to his native conntry. 

His school of art liad obtained a réputation 
little inferior to that of the greatest roasters, his 
predecessors and ooteroporaries ; and no gallery 
was çonsideréd complète, till omamented by a 
pîcture of GerigUo. But his caprice in the sale 
and distribution of his works was one great source 
ôf their popularity. He had been frequently 
known to refuse one of his inferior performances, 
evenat the highest price, to some Monsignore, or 
noble collector, who had obtained the réputation 
of illiberality among the nécessitons members of 
the profession ; while, to a generous patron of the 
arts, he would offer the finest of his pièces at a 
very low prioe. 

From the associations to which my name and 
lai)guage probably gave rise, I speedily became a 
distinguished favourite with my new master. 
With the enthusiasm and originality of a highiy 
gifted mind, De Gérilly combined an élégance 
of address not usually met with in his class of so- 
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ciety ; and in défiance of my natural haughtiness 
of heart, I felt proud of being, for the first time, 
distinguished above my fellows, by an enlightened 
man, whose discrimination had not been preju- 
diced by his knowledge of my birth and fortune. 
Three days in the week I diligently attended the 
academy of De Gérilly ; the three intervening 
days I knew him to be exclusively occupied in 
decorating the great staircase of the Villa Ludo- 
visi, — a work, to the accomplishment of which he 
looked as his best passport to posterity ; and to 
which he attached so much importance, that he 
admitted the assistance of only two of his most 
distinguished scholars, Barbarino and Andréa. 

Such was his influence with the Prince Piom- 
bino^ to whose patronage he was indebted for an 
employment so satisfactory to his ambition, that 
he had obtained an order for the exclusion of ail 
strangers from the Villa, till his work should be 
completed^ — in order to be secure from the irritat- 
ing and ignorant criticisms, to which artists are 
usually subjected by the loquacious Cognoscenti 
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of Rome ; and which, to a man of De Oérilly't 
délicate discrimination, and intense dévotion to 
his art, were equally perplexing and humiliating. 
How hâve I seen him rave and fret, after a visit 
made to his studio by some Cardinal, overflowing 
with the cant of connoisseurship ; or some princely 
traveller, whose northern imagination had never 
been visited by the inspired dreams of art 1 

Early in my scholarship, I had entreated for 
exemption from the gênerai sentence of exclusion 
from the Villa Ludovisi ; and to my great morti- 
fication, my pétition had been rejected. Unac- 
customed to meet with opposition in matters of 
such trifling import, my inclinations were stimu- 
lated to fresh curiosity by the obstacles I encoun- 
tered ; — I renewed my request ; and again I wàs 
repulsed, and even with rndeness. *^ 1 tell you, 
ûo ! Lavisier," said the pétulant old man, roughly 
seizing the palette which I was preparing by his 
side — ** Wait till the fogs of the Seine are dis- 
pelled from your boyish compréhension by the 
bright sun of Italy ; application, young man, ap- 
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plication and study miiat précède such presump- 
tuous aspirations." Ungovernable in my temper, 
I n'as about to déclare my name and rank and 
withdraw myaelf from his tuition ; but the dan- 
gers of my situation opportunely pvesented thetn- 
selves to my remembrance ; and I contented my- 
self with withdrawing behind the group of my 
fellow-students, and mutterïng between my teeth, 
" Accursed Vîlia ! I will visit thee at the risk of 
perdition !" I was roused from my angry mood 
by the whispers of one of my fellow-students, who 
from the fîrst had made particular advances to 
obtâin my friendship. " Be not over solicitous," 
said he, " to view this paltry staircase ; yonder 
aXàfanatieo îa jealous, even to dolage, of his own 
pitiful designs — visit the Palazzo Braschi ; — there, 
silice you are an amateur of staircasea, ahall you 
behold one indeed — scala siupenda — giganlesca !" 
and he raii on ia the cant of a hireling Cicérone, 

Lin praise of its red marble colunms, till I was i 

even weary of the thème. " I care not," said I, 
peevishly, " for the most splendid stair that has J 
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been erected since the days of Ihe Titans ; but 
this Villa — ^this Hesperian garden, I will viait in 
spite of dragons fabled or breathing." ** You must 
then supplicate the intercession of Andréa,'' con« 
tinued my officions friend ; ** yon ill-shaped elf, 
who is soothing the ear of Geriglio by his clumsy 
adulation. He is about to become his son-in- 
law — and heir to his canvas, easels, and broad 
lands beside." 

^* And is the person of his intended bride as- 
sorted to his own loathsome ngliness ?" 

'< That, indeed, I know not : none of us hâve 
been admitted into the domestic circle of our 
master ; nor has the dignified seclusion which 
he has been pleased to maintain afflicted us 
deeply ; for you must know, maestrOy^ said the 
young Roman, with a scornful inflexion of 
voice, ** that your countryman thought proper 
to sélect his wife among the most degraded of 
the people. The mother of the gentle Andrea's 
future wife, Signore Lavisier, was a baptized 
Jew !" In the heat of my resentment against 
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Geriglio, I waa eecretly gralified by the know- 
ledge of a ikct bo degrading ; aiid at the end of 
my leseon, I closed the door of the atudio, with a 
détermination never to visit it again tîU I had 
gratîfied my curiosity by a visit to the Villa Lu- 
dovisi Piombino, 

The following day, being one devoted by Ge- 
riglio to his employment at the Villa, would I 
kuew be unpropitious to the fulfilment of my in- 
tentions ; but the iiext morning, havîng excused 
myself on the prétest of indisposition from at- 
tending the academy, I sailied forth on my expé- 
dition ; and slowly, and on foot, I ascended the 
Pincian Hill, on the summit of which the villa 
ÏB si tuât éd. 

It waa a pure balmy morning of the month of 
May, and ail nature appeared -wantoning in the 
excesB of enjoyment. A gentle air agîtated the 
broad leaves of the plane trees, which afforded 
adeliciouB refuge from the increasing heat of the 
aun ; and as I deliberately reached the command- 
ing eminence, and beheld the city gradually un- 
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folded at mjr feet, the Boothing influence of the 
sunaioer jatmosphere — - the cloudlevs sky — the 
snatches o£ fragrance ever and anon bursting 
fjron>: the adjoining gardens of the Villa Medici, 
intoxicated my sensés to the utmost émotion of 
dreamy enjoyment» and rendered me compara- 
tively indiffèrent to the primary motive of my 
walk. To breathe in such an hour was almost 
enough for happiness. 

I had no intention of presenting myself at the 
principal entrance of the villa, v^here I was sure 
to be repulsed by the déniai of the custode; 
bnt having nearly completed the external circuit 
of the gardensy which are partly inclosed by the 
vénérable walls of the ancient city, I discovered 
a low green door, opening to the Strada Pin- 
ciana ; at which stood two mules, caparisoned as 
fitting to female service, and held by a boy, who 
reclined on a stone vase ornamenting the gâte, 
overcome by sleep and the heat of the day. 
Silently I approached— the door, which was ajar, 
yielded to my touch ; — I entered, and closed it 
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after me without molestation. The gardens of 
the villa now lay before me, in ail the majesty 
of their loveliness; their shadowy walks con- 
trasting with the glare of the scène without — 
their fragrant labyrinthe shaming the dusty and 
polluted paths of the city. AU was silent, in 
the repose of noontide sultriness. Even the 
busy hum of insect wings ceased to hover in the 
gleams of sunshiue ; and the very eternal grass- 
hopper of Italy was silent for a season. Hère 
and there, the spiral cypress detached itself 
from the luxuriant masses of the dark bay trees> 
or rose aboyé the groups of glossy ilex ; while 
the pine stood 

Long-haired, and dark, and tall, 
In lordly pride prédominant o'er ail. 

Invited by the refreshing beauty of the scène. 
I foUowed the green alley which I had first 
entered, till a sudden turn brought me in view 
of a magnificent pavilion, placèd about the 
centre of the gardens, and commanding an en- 
chanting view towards the hills of Sabina and. 
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Albano. The portai^ whick I approached throngh 
a splendid orangerie, whose blossoms, under the 
excitement of the sanshine, emitted a perfume 
almost too rich for endurance, was open; and 
impelled onwards, like some fabled victim of 
magie delusion, I entered the marble vesti- 
bule, ascended a small but élégant staircase, and 
passed thraugh an antechamber hung with paint- 
ings, which at another moment might hâve ar- 
rested my observation. But I now hastened 
forward, and only paused on the threshold of the 
adjoining chamber, on perceiving it to be already 
tenanted by two females. For some minutes I 
stood there unobserved — both having their faces 
turned from the door : the one aged, and plainly 
dressed, was busily employed in knitting; the 
other in painting. The subject of her pencil 
was apparently some part of the exquisite group 
of the Aurora of Guerdno, which adomed the 
ceiling ; a pièce already well-known to me by 
its high réputation, and which, amcHig the cog- 
noscenti of Rome, was frequently preferred to 
that of Guido himself. 
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I saw little of the person of the artist, 
which wae eiiveloped in aa ample drapery, tîll 
chancing to throw my eyes on an immense mirror 
opposite, her young and beautiful countenance 
was exhibited to my view, in the total uncon- 
BciousnesB of observation, — now throwing back 
the glossy raven hair which interrupted her view, 
as she bent over her work ; — now raîsing her 
large and intelligent eyes towards the original ; — 
and from her high and dazzling forehead, and 
the exquisite contour of her head, resemblîng a 
aybil in her hour of inspiration, Wilhout pausing 
in her occupation, she addreased her companion 
in the silvery tone worthy tlie '" bocca Romana ;" 
and in terms of the most expressive endearment, 
entreated her patience for one short hour ; " For 
unieas I am doubiy diligent, dearest mother," 
said she, " my medallion will be incomplète for 
the appointed day ; and then, what will my 
father say to hïs négligent and ungrateful girl ! " 
The eldeily female, whose name I had discovered 

Lin the course of the dialogue, of which I had 
Ijecorae an unintentional auditor, to be Monna I 
J 
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Lisana, was about to reply, when looking towards 
me, and utiering a loud esclamation of surprise, 
the fair artjijt Buddenly rose, and let the i^aiot- 
iiig OD which she was occupîed fall from her 
haada upon the marble floor, Instinclively I 
hastened to assiat ter in recovering it ; and with 
the humblest apologies for my intrusion, which 
I repreaented as the accidentai resuit of îdleneas 
and an open door, I succeeded in appeasing the 
momentary alarm of the lad'ies. By the assiduity 
of my addrcBs, I soon led the elder to the moet 
garrulous enlargement upon her own firet émo- 
tion of surprise and terror, and by the înterest 
I diaplayed in the accident occasioned by my 
temerity, I soon induced the younger to listen 
to my suggestions for the réparation of the mé- 
daillon, which I uow held m my hands. 

" It was a gift for my father on his birth-day," 
aaid my beautifui companion, with the tears stand- 
ing in her eyes. "Will you permit me," I answered, 
" to retoucli the blemish ? " and taking the brush 
from her hand, with the freedom of more ad- 
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vaiiced intimacy, I soon restored the pîcture to 
its former state. It was ihe copy of a head of 
one of the Hours attendant on Aurore, most 
delicately and faîthfully touclied ; but on re- 
Btoring it to the owner, I was agitaled by émo- 
tions at once too deep, and too respectful, to 
utter one compliment of cooinion pollteness. 
'* The Signore is dïscontented with your per- 
formance, ray Armina," cried Monna LiBana 
peeviahly. "Alas!" replied she, "his maslerly 
improvements on my work discover the hand 
of too experienced an aitist." 

Withoul dîsclaiming her pi'aise, I strove to afford 
myself a décent pretext for continuing my unrea- 
sonable intrusion, by carefully examining, and 
then entering into a minute criticiam of the variouB 
picturee decorating the apartment ; drawing near 
the while to Armina's deak, where ahe waa peace- 
ably re-seated, and pursuing her employment. By 
dexterously maintaïning the conversation on aub- 
jecls of art, mingled with counael as to ihe mode 
of her performance, I contrived to engage theîr 
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attention, till the striking of the time-piece re- 
minded them of the necessity uf departure. 
While I assisted the lorelj' stranger in the dis- 
posai and removal of her implements, I vaînly 
strove by artful inquiries and euggestions, to 
discorer her name and station. I was encou- 
raged by her bewltchîng franknesa of demeanour 
— a frankness far more consonant with true mo- 
desty, than the affecled décorum and minauderie 
of my countrywomen — to hope that Armina 
would, at parting. ai^quaint me with the subject 
of my curiosity. Wîlhout once remembering 
the original object which had stimulated me to 
my présent adventure, 1 accompanied ihe ladies 
through the gai-dens ; and after passing through 
the same green door, which Monna Lisana locked 
with a maater-key, I placed them on thcir mules; 
and, respectfuliy uncovered, stood to receive their 
parting salutations, which were however unaccom- 
panied by the announcement 1 had half expected. 
The lively old lady had parried my covert 
inquiries during onr walk through the gardens 
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by questions tending towarde the same object, 
with regard to myself. But I shrank from 
declarlng the mean capacity 1 had aasumed ; 
raore eepecially as the élégant address and refined 
language of the Lady Artnlna, as well as the 
richness of lier well-chosen attire; announced her 
to belong to a more distinguished rank than her 
Bcanty retinue had at first suggested. 

I stood rooted to the spot while they slowly 
descended the hill ; and at Jength I returned to 
my dark and solitary home, where I passed that 
DÎght and the foUowing day in a state of feverish 
excitement — in re-considering my adventiire, and 
în minutfily i-ecalling to mind every word, every 
look, every movement of the lovely vision I had 
Bo unexpectediy encountered ; dwelling, with the 
irritability of a disordered state of feeling, now on 
the inexpressible charms of the beautiful Armina, 
now on my own intolérable dulness, in having 
iailed to acquaint myself with her title and ré- 
sidence. The apparent domestication of the 
ladies in the Villa Ludovisi induced me at first 
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to imagine that they might form part of the 
femily of the Cardinal Piombîno. I therefore 
visited my hitherto contenine<i fellow-pupil, An- 
dréa, in hops of discovering, through his meana, 
the variouB female coimectionB of his Eminence. 

In vain I attempted to move his natural dul- 
neBS to a more commanicative vein ; it waa only 
by the most tenacious persévérance that I wrung 
from hîm the namea of such females of the Ludo- 
viaî tamily as had visited the atelier of Geriglîo. 
" There was the Principessa Silvia, his sisler, — 
the Contessina Elena his nièce, — there were the 
Principesse Chïgi and Colonna, his cousins.'" — 
" But their baptismal names" he knew not. The 
name of Armîna was upon my lips ; but irom an 
émotion hitherto unknown to me, I dared not 
mention it before the low-born and ill-conditioned 
Andréa. After turning in my miitd ail possible 
expédients by which to trace iny incognita, I 
determined on returning, at the same hour, to the 
gste of the Strada Pinciana ; for I had obaerved 
that the medallîon was still incomplète. 
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How did my heart beat againat my bosom 
when, as I approached the garden door, I beheld 
tiie welUremembered mules, and the page in his 
faded livery ! He was no longer asleep ; but 
boldly, and witk a rïght of entrance, I attempted 
to pusb open the door. Alas ! it was carefuUy 
bolted within, and I was greeted by the insulting 
laughtei- of the urchin. 

" By what right," exclaimed I, vehemently, 
hoping to deceive him, " by what right is tlie 
door closed thia morning ?" 

" By the will of my raistress," retorled the boy, 
" who holda the Itey," 

" And her name V 

" When I hâve received her orders to commu- 
nicate it to your Excellency, 1 shall inform you." 

I was about to seize t}ie mule-whîp from the 
litttc miscreant's haiid, when remembering that 
a broil with her servant wouid be no favourable 
introduction to the notice of Armina, I repressed 
my indignation; and retired to a distance, re- 
solvwl tu wait the paffling of my unknown friends- 
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In about half an hour I heard the tinkling of the 
small ornameutal bells attached to the neck-piece 
of the mules. I advanced. The iadies, in dé- 
fiance of the heat of the day, were veiled with 
even raore than Roman punctilio; nolhing was 
vàiblebut the small whi te h and of Ai-inina,closing 
the foldsof herblack/à/deifa, Thcy passed, but 
looked not towards me ; whîle angrily proteating 
that I would not a second time be defeated, I 
alowly followed them. Many were the palaces, 
many were the diftinguiahed abodes which we 
passed, and wliich I secrelly hoped to see entered 
by the objecta of my purauit. At length we ap- 
proached the Ghetto degli Ebrai, the d^t^eted 
quarter of the Jews. My breath came short — 
' it ia merely a passage,' said 1 to myself, ' to- 
wards a nobler vîeînage." But not by ail that 
was tormenting and accnrsed, they paused before 
the portai of a mean habitation, disniounted, and 
vaniahed from ray sight, There too vanished the 
vague chimeras of my dream ! My princesa — 
she in whom I had trjced every distinctive mark 
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of Jnnate nobility — in whose every élégant phrase 
I had diBcerned ihe purity of lofty lîneage — ail, 
alas ! for my pénétration — ail had centered in the 
nameless daughter of an obscure Jew ! The very 
name atruck me with new disgust, from the force 
of contras t. 

I now recalled to mind the person of my 
enchantress ; but it was only to eiaggerate, wîth 
malicîous self- humiliât ion, the cluBteriiig rich- 
ness of lier jetty hair, and her commanding 
fealurcB and clear brown complexion. Thia was 
the fret delusion of the kind that had really 
touched my feelings ; and my disappointment at 
its abrupt termination was proportïonably great. 
I had nearly attaïned the âge of twenty-one ; and 
I had been htthcrto a étranger to the true fasci- 
nation of female charma. The scènes of riot and 
dissipation through which l had passed had for- 
tunately ahed over my mind only a temporary 
corruption. I had turned from them with dis- 
gust, and I was secretly sensible that I had better 
feelings iu my nature than I had yet exerciaed ; 
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that there were âowers among the rank weeds 
which dishonoured my désert heart. Thèse feel- 
ings I had beeii about to lavish upon Armioa, 
but the transient madness was over. 

It waa not ïd iny nature to exist without an 
object — an aîm to qualify the monotony of my 
existence. I perceîved by my father's letters, 
forwarded to me from Venice, by Monsieur de 
Tervines, that 1 was destined to paaa another 
year on my travels, and I discovered at the same 
time, from his own, that many raonths must elapse 
before he could safely rejoin me. Thèse I deter- 
mined to paes in study, and in improving myself in 
the fine arts ; and thus I trusted that my forced 
abode in Rome woutd not be utterly loat to me. 

Stimulated by this burst of ambition, I r^ 
turned wîtli renewed ardour to the Btudio of 
Geriglîo, and for some weeks laboured with 
such patient aasiduity, that 1 more than regained 
myformer place in his eesteem. Thus re-instated, 
I was invited by my fellow-students to join them 
in an intended compliment to our master, by pre- 
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Benting him with a lanrel cro'wn on his approach- 
ing birth-day, when he vould attain his BÎxtieth 
year. A" member of the band was deatîned to 
recite a complîmentary sonnet on the occasion ; 
one of those ready-made inspirations, so readily 
procured at Rome. Unwilling to dégrade my- 
selfto the levelof those with whom I associated 
. only for an especial and temporary purpose, I de- 
clined iheir proposition ; but when they repre- 
sented the probable mortification of the old maii 
on missing his favourite scholar and countryman 
among his partisans, I agreed to join in the cere- 
mony ; and to this end, I accompanied thein to 
our master'fi house on the appointed morning, 

We were shown into an elegantly appointed 
chamber, ornamented, as became ita owner, with 
modela from ail the most celebrated statues of 
antiquity, and spirited copies in outline of the 
most distinguished pictures of modem artists. 
There were flowers disposed among theae trophies 
of art ; and musical instruments were scattered 
about — it was altogether a fitting retreat for taste 
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aiid genhiG. Tbe old man entered, and receïved 
our offering with equal politeness and sensibility; 
but while he patîently lislened to tlie trite effusion 
wh'ich waa pompously recited by Andréa, my eyes 
were riveted upon his person. Over his sober 
but rîch suit of black velvet, hung a maaaivc gold 
cbain, to which was Buspcnded the medalHon of 
tbe Villa Ludovisi ! Armina then — my Armiiia — 
was, after ail, the daughter of Geriglio ! 

This connection at once accounted for the fami- 
lial rights I had aeen her exercise în the Villa 
Ludovisi ; nor could I be surprieed at having 
traoed to the Ghetto degU Ebrai the daughter of 
" a baptized Jew." I could no longer deceive 
myself wlth the hope of finding in the lady of my 
thoDgfats a fitting bride for the heir of the house 

of L ; bat with other, and newly-awakened 

expectations, I detennined on obtaining access to 
the domestic circle of nay master. At first, with 
the natural préjudice of birth and éducation in 
favour of the distinctions of nobîlity, I resolved 
privalely to déclare my real name, and to entrust 
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hîm with the eecret of my incognito. But my 
knowiedge of the peculîarities of Geriglio's mind 
soon gave a différent tuvn to my concluBions, A 
democrat in his political principlea, a zealoua de- 
fender of popular rights, and an enthusiastic wor- 
shipper of the arts, I knew that, in his estimation, 
one BÎngle attribute of genius would far outwelgh 
the highest grade of earthly honour to be bestowed 
by King or Kaiser. He had long and opeuly de- 
clared that he should seek his son-in-la\y among 
thoae of his own station — namely, among the 
artists of Rome; and as he was known to hâve 
amassed a considérable fortune, and to be on the 
point of retiring from his professional labours, I 
had more than once heard the hand of the daughter 
of Geriglio mentioned as an object of émulation 
among the Roman artials. With Buch a man.there- 

fore, thenameof the Marquis de L was more 

likely to procure a sentence of exclusion, and to 

awake his suspicions of my designs upon hie 

daughter, than the simple announcement of the 

I painter Lavisier. J 
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Under this impression^ I commenced my opéra- 
tions by devoting ail tbe powers of my pencil to 
the completion of a painting, representing the 
pavilion scène of the Villa Ludovisi. The beau- 
tiful figure of Armina, with the bright efiulgence 
of inspiration shed upon her brow ; the rich back- 
ground of the omamented Belvédère ; the figure 
of the old lady, relieved by a stream of light 
whiçh fell from the window near which she sat 
knitting, afibrded objects for a striking cotnposi- 
tion ; and the inspired memory of a lover enabled 
me to form a most remarkable likeness of the 
jprincipal object of tny study. I laboured with 
the persevering ardour of enthusiasm. My picture 
was scarcely conceived and designed, before it 
was ricbly framed, and hanging in the private 
gallery of Geriglio ; while the fortunate artist, 
caressed and applauded^ was peaceably seated 
in his domestic circle^ and enjoying the conscious 
«miles of the beautiful Armina. 
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" 7 own my love iiiipcrfect — ail 
Thîit mortHls bj tlut imnie miscall ; 
But Bay — ohl aay, — hert wnsnut guili." — BvnoN. 



" I AM now, Gustave, approaching a period of 
my récital which I would willingly paaa over aa 
briefly aa the necessity for youv perfect compre- 
lieDsion of the circumatanceB may allow. But I 
wîU neither screen myselffrora your condemna- 
tloiiby a partial disclosure, nor, by afTectiiig to 
regard the infatuations of my youth with the 
cold and coDtemptuous eye of reasoo, — teach you 
to undervalue the influence of the Btrongest, the 
most intoxicating of ail excitations, the passion of 
love. Even now that the ténor of my mind is 
framed by far more important considérations, I 
cannot but turn with wonder to the remembrance 
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of those daya when every thoughl — every wîbIi, 
every hope — ceotered in my beautiful Armina; 
when my last invocation, as 1 closed my eyes in 
sleep, was to her ; and wlien, as I awoke in the 
morning, her lialf-formed name still liovervd like 
a apell upon my lips ; — and I, wlio had upproached 
her Society with the plane and espectations of 
a démon, became, in my turn, a mère slave to her 
attractions, and the most intense and devoted of 
lovera. For if I had beeix atartled by the Ëret 
illusion of her marvellous grâce and lovelineas, 
how were my feelinga excited, and my heart over- 
come, by the graduai unfolding of the glorioua 
gifts of that noble soûl — by those charms of mind, 
which, though " yielded with sweet delay," in 
turn bewildered, in turn enchanted my observa- 
lion. 

ArminS) born and cherished among the haunts 
of thegreat of old,appeared tohave unconsciously 
imbibed the heroîsm and magnanimity of the 
mighty dead. — Armina, dwelling in her maturity 
among the finest inspirations of art — breathing 
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the very air of poetry, and stimulated by the con- 
tÏDual excitemeot of glory and famé, the aim and 
end of ail around hei', — Beemed to hâve snatched 
the bright flame of genius from the ever-burnirig 
altars of Italy. Like the ^vourite statue of the 
sculptor — not only fraraed of the moat Bpotless 
materials, and fashioned in the pureet idealiem of 
beauty, but bright with ihepolish of themaster- 
hand ! — the favour of the Creator still apparently 
lingerîng around hia glorious work. 

One principal charm of the character of Ar- 
mina consisted in the total absence of worldly 
cant, and worldly usages. For this she wag in- 
debted to the strict seclusiou in which she had 
been educated by her iather. The peculiaritiea 
of her mother's connections — she herself having 
died in the cliildhood of Armîna — had prevenled 
the necessity of family re-unions; and excepting 
her grand aunt, Monna Lisana, and the old 
nurse who had watched over her from infancy, 
ahe had not a single acquaintance in Rome. Her 
father's approbation had been the only reward 
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for her œasdess labonn in.literary pumiits— - 
ker father's house had been the théâtre where 
her talents had been fostered and applanded ; 
and like a flower gifted by nature with nonght 
but loveliness and firagranoe, she had blossomed 
from childhood to maturity in the shadow of 
solitude. No young Indian from the most re- 
inote wildemess, could boast a moré uncontaini- 
nated heart. Was it wonderful that a being so 
gifted: 'shpuld .joyfully welcome the stranger 
destined to cross unexpectedly the solitary path 
of her existence» — should receive with. grati- 
tude the • first assurances of afifection» — and wil- 
lingly consent to divide her burden of joys and 
Borrows with one so warmly désirons of par- 
ticipating in both. 

- *<I know not why I weep, '* whispered she, 
when one evening sitting together to wait the 
arrivai of her- iather in the Ludovisian gardens, 
I had surjHrised her into a confession of her 
feelings towards me; f^ I should not weep, La- 
visier, for surely I may c(Hisider myself an 
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especial ËLvomite of fortune. First among my 
joye, let me reckon that of being a native of 
Italy ; of being permitted to say when I look 
around me, like the tomb of Poussin's Grecian 
maiden, 'AndI, too, lived in Arcadia.' Se- 
condly, that I shai'e the undivided affection of an 
indulgent and intelligent lathev — of one equally 
desirous and capable of itxstructing me ; bo that 
of ail I know, and ail I feel, I am nouglit indebted 
to the care of an hireling. And lastly, Armand, 
and most important of ail, now that my dear 
&ther, in his âge, had begun to seek a companion 
for hirnself, and a wedded protector for hia child, 
thou, my beloved, the friend of whom I hâve 
dreamt in my loneliness, hast fallen among us ; 
and I am spared the misery of being bestowed 
on one, who might perhaps hâve accepted me 
for my dowry, and then hâve taken little 
thought of poor Armïna. But thou wilt rescue 
me from becoming a neglected wife, a household 
drudge; — for thy pursuits — thy feelings— thy 
peaceable demeanour, assimilate with my own. 



k^ i 



THE LSTTRB DE CACHET. 67 

The commendations of my father long ago in- 
terested me in his favonrite scholar, and to liim 
I owe, with every other good gift, the firiendship 
of Lavisier. 

^^And thou wilt assist me,*^ continued the 
agitated girl, <^in soothing and in amuting his 
ald âge ; already he considers thy présence neces- 
sary to the happiness of his domestic circle — al* 
ready he begins to class ns together in his terms of 
endearment. He calls us ^his children/ Lavisier." 

^^ Yea — and snch, dearest, shall we be, in word 
and in deed ; — together, we may support him in 
his declining years ; together, Armina, ail tasks 
will be easy, ail employments delightfîil. I hâve 
Bought and found the object of my first and only 
attachment ; I hâve won-^may I not say so ?— - 
the affections of Armina, and the good*will of 
her father, and what hâve we now to fear? '^ 

It is true, that I was conscious of being the 
subject of GeriglioV careful considération ; and 
I saw that he was fuUy aware of my passion for 
his daughter. I believed, toc, that he destined 
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me her hand ; a gift that would hâve been rich 
in every sensé to the obscure Lavisier; but I 
also saw that he was slow to commit the charge 
of one 80 beloved to a person imperfectly known 
to him — ^and mbreover, that he was too proud 
to permit a prizé so noble to be won unsought. 
He had too much delicacy of mind to bestow 
that as a benefactor, which he wished should be 
received only wîth the warmth of a lover. 
vMy own.feelings and intentions I darp not so 
iscrupulously analyse. I believe — / trmt that 
from the moment of my domestication in the 
family of Geriglio, I had ceased to entertain aay 
dishonourable views upon his daughter. Ârmma 
was herself too pure a being for any one to ap? 
proach her with licentious expectations. Although 
timid and playful as a. child, in the ordinary 
intercôui*se of life, I dared no niore rouse and 
encounter the scorn of that lofty brow, than the 
anger of heaven itself ; • for though she was 
several years younger than:myself, she was far 
above me in strength of mind, and décision of 
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character* Those better purposes, those ho- 
nourable principles of: action which were with me 
the resuit of délibération and self-inquiry, were 
instinctive in her correct nnderstanding and up- 
right heai:t. • Thus, while I dwelt with Armina 
apart from the tumult of the world, and had 
leisure to make myself fully acquainted with the 
virtues of the womàn I loved, I wanted energy» 
I wanted candour, to throw off the mask I had 
assumed — ^to déclare myself high in fortune and 
descent, and then combat, as best I might, the 
difficulties by which I was beset. Content tb 
revel in that most exquisite of earthly enjoy- 
ments,' a first and requited affection, I knew 
that discovery might at any moment overtake 
me:; but lost in a dream of love, I thought not 
or cared not for the resuit. 
; -In the mean time, the summer season was pass* 
ing delicibusly awày, in the society of those I 
loved, and in the constant interchange of vows 
of faith' and affection. Our evenings were 
passed together ; now in an \ excursion to ^ thé 
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classic haunta of the ancient city — now in invo- 
cating the spirit of Numa in the grotto of Egeria. 
— Sometimes we reeted after our ride in the 
mausoleum of Cecilia Metella; and often Armina 
would enchant her adoring father, by sportiveiy 
assuming the aerablance of an ancient priestess, as 
we traversed some ruîned temple of antiquity ; or 
throw her graceful figure into the attitude of 
Bome celebrated Btatue, and occupy a niche in the 
bath or building we were eïploring, with the 
enthusiaEiii of brethren of the art. At olher 
limes, her ready pencil would lend fresh grâce 
to the picturesque groups of peasant girls, who 
Burrounded us with offerings of fruit and flowers, 
when we were tempted by the lovelinesa of the 
weather to paes our entire day on the banks of 
the Anio ; whîle she, in her sportive gaiety, 
would, in her turn, join in their dance on the turf, 
for the amusement of the delighted Geriglio. 

The health of the old man, which had given 
him fréquent warninge to desist from the se- 
dentary habita of his early life, was now seriouBly 
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împaired ; and having completed his eng^ement 
with the Prince PiorobinOi and gratilied Kis honcst 
prkle by receiving the gratulations of ail the 
difltiiiguiBlied artists, his contemporarîes iu Rome, 
on his perfect succeBs, he resolved to avoid hîs 
uBual résidence during the trying season of the 
mararia, and for thia end, by the advice of his 
patron, his friend, the banker Dorlaschî, he hired 
a villa near Terni. 

Hither he earneBtly invited me to accompany 
him ; and with ill-represaed feelinga of exultation I 
foimdmyself dwelling underthe same roof with the 
object of my passionate attachaient — sharing, with 
theeaseof domeaticfamilarity, thecareaof Armina 
for the comfort of her father, and his daily lessous 
to hia beloved child. It appeared that, before he 
quitted Rome, he had received warninga of ap- 
proaching diasolution whïch he had lacked cou- 
rage to communicate to either of us: for on 
parting with Dorlaschi he had placed a favourite 
antique ring upon his finger ; and had presented 
him, as a last bequeat, with the finest painting 
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in his gallery — his own pîcture of the massacre 
of the Innocents, for which he had twice refused 
an immense sutn offered by the Grand Duke of 
Tuscany. He had himself a peculiar cause for 
hia prédilection for this worfe ; he had copied the 
infant ïn the foreground, oo whose boHom a cen- 
turion has placed hïa foot, irom his ovrn Armina ; 
and the raother of the martyred babe, from hia 
own wife. The child preaeuted a model of in- 
fantine grâce and loveliness; and in the mother, 
he had national traits of great beauty, which well 
enabled her to repreaent the persecuted Jewisli 
matron. 

The presenliments of the old man did not de- 
ceive him. Instead of deriving benefit from the 
change of air, his disorder appeared hourly to 
gain ground on his constitution; and as hïs mind 
became depreBfled from indisposition, he could no 
longer conceal the anxiettes which weighed on his 
mind ; nor repress his impatience for the marrïage 
which he considered necessary to secure the welfere 
of his orphan daughter. " Lavisier," said he,'one 
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nighty as we were ail three sittîng together under hia 
portico, in the stillneas of moonlight : **' Laviaier, 
I must not permit a mistimed delicacy to prolong 
thèse days of courtship and puuctilio, and rob 
me of the delight I shall expérience in bestowing 
upon you the treasure you covet. It is from the 
living hand of Geriglio, you must receive that of 
Ârmina — ^it is before the anxious ear of a father,^ 
that you must breathe your vows to protect my 
childy when ail other earthly protectors shall be ' 
withdrawn from her . Send for a notary — ^nay, no 
remonstrances, young man ! I know ail that you 
would urge of your inequality of fortune ; but 
your are rich, Lavisier — rich, in integrity — in 
talent-^and in affection for my girl ; and as such, 
I would hâve selected you for her husband, had 
ail the peers of France and ail the nobles of 
Italy corapeted for her choice. Take her, Ar- 
mand — and may God give his blessing to both, 
asidor 

Would I could hâve summoned courage to re- 
ject his tender bénédiction— -to render back his 
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precioua gift — and to smîte the heart of the aged 
man wîth dîsappointment and death, as I wae 
tbereafter destined to do that of his child. I 
shuddered with conscious shame, when i affixed 
a fictitious name to the légal instrument by whîcli 
hemade over to «a, jointly, the entire reversion of 
hîs rich posseBsions ; subject to oo condition, but 
relying absolutely on the honor of his son-ïn-law ; 
^-and atill deeper were my émotions, wben, on 
the foUowing day, I pronounced those vowb at 
the foot of the altar, whose infraction I already 
virtually contemplated. But the deed was 
done ; and ae I folded my agîtated bride to my 
bosom, and hailed her as my own— my precious 
Armina, I could acarcely consider in îta true 
enorraity the act which enriched me with so dear 
a right ! 

The certainty of our union, and the ecstaey 
of happinees wbich now daily presented itself to 
his view, appeared to renovate for a seaaon the 
enfeebled health of Geriglio. To behold our 
luitiafaction — our mutual affection, was to him as 
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the uiifoldiDg of a bright page of the futurity of 
his chïld ; while the calm sereuity of 

A inind at peace tvith ail Iwlow, — 
A heart v/hote luve la innocent, 

epread over the beautiful person of Armina a ma- 
tron gentlenesB, a new and distÎDCt expression of 
womanly modesty, which ever comtnanded from 
her husbaud the respectful tenderness of a lover. 
What an inexpresaible charm — what momentH of 
unBOught and unespected cnchantment, doea an 
intelligent and feeling woman poseess the secret 
of dietributing over the sober monotony of ex- 
istence ! What btirets of enthusiaeci may shc 
command — what tears of gratified affection may 
she call forth, whlle in turn commanding wîth the 
gentle rule of prevaîling love, or serving with 
the meek but «nhumiliating duty of a wife ! In 
such accompli a hment s — in such powers — how 
gifted — how powerful was Ânnîna de Gerilly ! 
Oh I God of mercy ! can it be that, while bask- 
ing in the aunahine of her love, I meditated to 
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return such generouB — euch hallowed — auch un- 
qualified affection wïth ruin and désertion ! 

We passed one happy year in our retirement ; 
tliat first year of wedded joy, whicii we trust to 
each succeeding one to resemble, — but which — 
fearlesa — confiding— -rapturous as it is — can never 
dawn agaln on the weary sameneas of after-Iife ! 
Geriglio lived to hold a grandson in his arms, 
and expircd in the calm security arising from a 
well-spentand honourable life. Muet 1 confess 
that, in one point of view, I derived satisfaction 
from the death of my benefactor ? I knew that 
the hour was at hand, which must of necessity 
unveil my déception; I knew the difficulties I 
should hâve to encounter from my family in the 
legalization of my marriage; — and I rejoiced that 
I should be spared the mortification of witnessing 
tlie indignation of one honest heart — the angry 
contempt of a father, whom an impoator had 
robbed of his child. But witli my Armina, my 
gentle and confiding wife, I trusted that the voice 
of love might prevail, to ivstore me to affection 
and trust. i 

L J 
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• Monsieur de TervineB, the companion of my 
excesses, the remote source of ail my errors, was 
no more. I had received and transroitted to 
France as accurate a détail as was required of 
the circumstances of his decease ; and at the mo- 
ment of .6eriglio'9 peaceful departure, I was on 
the rack, in hourly expectation of a summons 

from the Duc de L , to return to Paris. 

Fortunately for my designs, the will of my &ther.- 
inrlaw directed an immédiate. sale of his estâtes 
and effects ; in order to enable us to make an 
extended tour through the principal countries of 
Europe, which he knew to be the ardent désire 
of his daughter. ** When youthful curiosity is 
once fairly satiated," he would say, " you will 
return, with enlarged views, and a corrected 
judgment, to pass the reinainder of your days in 
the great city — the sanctuary of the arts ; and 
my children's children will learn to révérence 
the name of Geriglio, among the palaces of 
Rome.'! . 

In considération of her father's expressed de- 
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sign, I had little dîfSculty in persuading Armina 
to accoiupany me immediately to Paris ; and still 
lesB — with the readiness of a now practised de- 
ceiver, in framing a plausible excuse for expedit- 
ing our departure. Her récent affliction, and her 
carea for the lovely iniant at her bosom, prevented 
ail inclination fora mère tour of taateor pleasure ; 
yet when, in the excitement occasioned by the 
fine scenery of Switzerland, througb which we 
pasaed, the first smile passed over her counte- 
nance, ehe could not forbear exclaiming, as she 
rested her head on my bosom — " This — thïs in- 
deed, dear Armand, has been the dream of my 
fife — to visit thèse romantic countries, and taste in 
its most intense rapture the beauty of nature, 
shared by the heart of my only and best beloved." 
" And you are willing," I replied, in the hope of 
eliciting some sentiment favourable to the disclo- 
sure I meditated, " you are wilHng and content, 
Armina, to enter the native country of your fe- 
ther and husband, as the wîfe of an obscure indi- 
vidual? You, — whose rich portion might hâve 
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iiisured a tîtled lover 1 Can you be satUfied, 
dearest, to join the mean cîrcle to whicb I shall 
be obliged to présent you? Will there be no feeU 
ng of dîsap pointaient — of blighted ambition, 

when " 

" Thy country is my country — and thy God 
my God" — aneweredebe, inthelanguageof Scrip- 
ture — " and shall not thy kindred and thy friends 
be mine also? Wouldst thou believe," con- 
tinued my wife Biniling mournfuUy, " that the 
mediocrity of thy station was a glorioue gift in my 
sîght ? and that my very heart throbbed for joy 
when I knew thee to be but the Btudent Lavisier ? 
When first I saw thee, ail stranger as thou wert, 
in the Pavilion, I trembled with the ièar that 
thou wert of too high a station to bend thy 
thoughts to the daughter of Geriglio. With the 
vain blindnese of love, methought I saw in thee a 
look of noblenesB, an air of courteous condescen- 
sion, which augured of high birth; — say, dearest, 
was I not discerning 1 Now, Laviaier, I can smile 
as I think of this ; — but it was grief and terror to 
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nie then ; — ^for I had been haunted from my youlh 
upwards with the dread that Lshould scôrn an 
alliance with one of myown class ; ^andTashly fix 
my affections, where my presumption could hope 
for no return." " A woman's chimera — ^Armina — 
a visionary fear." — ^* Visionary, — ^but dreadful to 
my expectations — oh ! of ail griefs — of ail humi- 
liation — ail sorrow — save me A:om that of unre^ 
quited . love — of désertion— of — ^" I stopped 
•her by my caresses — for it was a thème on which 
every word uttered by my wife pierced me to the 
soûl. 

\ We travelled hastily through France ; and in 
a few.weeks» having settled my wife and child at 
St. Mandé, in a small country-house,* which af- 
forded a facility at once.to their utter seclusion, 
and to my own constant visits to Paris, I returned 
to the frontier, and once more openly pursued my 
route to the capital, equipped and attended as be- 
came the heir of the house of L . 
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Chaptbr V. 



''Oh ! waoder, boandless love, across the wild ! 
Crib not thyself in eities — for *ti8 there 
The thrifty, grey philosopher inhabits» 
To check thy glowlng impulse in his child ! 
Gain is the old man*s god ; — he offers up 
His issue to*t, and mercenary wedlock 
Murders his offspring*s peace I — They murdered mine T 

COLMAN. 



u WiTH what émotion did I approach the capital 
of my native country ! I had left it a boy — ^in mind 
and in feelings, if not in stature ; — ^but now, how 
painful a maturity had my heart attained ! A 
husbahd and a father — a chartered citizen of ano- 
ther land— -by chance an abettor of murder — ^by 
choice à base and d^raded deceiver — ^how varions 
were the qualifications which had attached them- 
selves to my name ! — What torrents of changeful 
passion had roUed over ray mind — ^by turns fertî- 

6 
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lizing and deaolating its uncultiired Boil ! But of 
thèse, love, and love only had been the abiding 
influence. Fostered perhaps in the firet instance 
by the romantic incidents among whïch it had 
anBen.andderiving iVesh force fromtheuntoward 
chances whîch continually threatened me with dé- 
tection, that pasBÏon, which ugually déclines in its 
power from secnrlty and gratification, liad with 
me been hourly stimulated by danger aod uncer- 
tainty. There raight be something too in the 
force of contraat. I waa an enthusiast ; — and I 
gloried in the chance that had enabled me, — rne, 
a French noble of the highest class, and conse- 
quently fettered by every tie that convenance, or 
the accuraed trammels of society could invent, to 
inspire and enjoy a disinterested passion in a sta- 
tion of life where the absence of ail social form 
and étiquette had enhanced its enjoymenta a thoii- 
aand-fold. I felt, too, as if I had triumphed over 
the vaîn-glory of my real position in the world — 
asif I had marked myscorn of the empty honora 
that had fixed themeelves upon me ; — as if — fool 
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that I was 1—- 1 had looked beyond the vain preju* 
dices of my âge, and advocated by my example 
the honorable eqoality of my fellow-creatures. 
With wfaat self-gratulation I promised myself to 
support the rights of the wife of my choice, and 
to hold her blameleas through ail that envy and 
malice might suggest to disunite us ! 

I was welcomed by my^fatherand mother with 
distinguished kindness ; and the improvemenU in 
my person and address were noted with the most 
âattering assiduity. I could perceive, however, 
by varions trifling signs, that they were better 
acquainted with the circumstances of my removal 
from Veiiice thaa I oould hâve wished; and I 

« 

had no difiEbûlty in obtaining from them a hand- 
eome addition to the pension which I had already 
secured to the family of Tervines. I observed» 
from the afifected carelessness of my mother's in- 
quiries, that the mystery.in whioh I had en- 
veloped my sojournment at Rome had completely 
baffled the pénétration rof their emissaries; and 
although the résident ambassador of France had 

G 2 
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hem able to certify tbat tbe Marqiûs de L 

haà never made hîs appearaoce in the Ugher 
circles of Rome, the painter Lavisîer, obscure 
and unassuming, had attracted no suspicions of 
tiis identity. I dîocovered, too, that the immédiate 
occasion of my recal to France was the conclu- 
■ion of a more formai treaty between my father 
and the Maréchal de Viry. 

Mademoiselle de Viry, my destined bride, 
beiiig in a délicate atate of health, was about to 
départ for Nice, where she had been advised to 
paes the wiiiter months; and it was proposed by 
oiir respective families that previous to her dé- 
partit ro our betrothraent should take place. 
Thid I positively declined ; and as I dared not at 
uiico iinfold the reason of my refusai, it was for- 
luimto that the precarious condition of the young 
Udy affordod mo an honourable prétest for my 
détermination. " If," I observed, " Mademoi- 
•cll* de Viry should be liappilr restored to her 
fkmily antl fricitds. it would still be time enough 
lo concbide our union ; if othervùe, il would be 
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needless to fetter her ^ther's estâtes by engage- 
menla which could not ultîmately be fulfilled." 
My mother coiisidered thia argument aa arïaing 
fromanesceasof romantic generosity; andeought, 
by ail thoae artu of perauaaion of which slie was 
consummately mistress, toaltermydeteriiiinatioi). 
I can Gcarcely imagine a more perfect apeci- 
men of beauty ïn maturity, of courtly dignity 
in tLe graceful seaBon of middle âge, than waa 
at this time preeented by the Duchesae de 
L Supple and designing, ahe was enabled to 

assume at will a finished eemblance of feeling and 
virtue. That acrupuloua adhérence to étiquette, 
which in her youth had ahed an air of formality 
over her beauty, yielded now an additional and 
appropriate grâce to her expanded figure and 
digni&ed deportment; while her place, aa first 
Lady of Honour to her Majeaty, rendered her 
intimate knowledge of the neceesary forins of 
représentation, and her délicate tact in the dîffi- 
Gulties of managing the cérémonies of a royal 
interior. a moat désirable accompliahment. By 
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her BucceEsful intrigues, ehe had already obtained 
lucrative and honourable posta for my father and 
herself, as well as for many others of her iamily. 

tt was towavds the aggrandizement of her eon 
that the l'esttess énergies of her ambitions mind 
were now directed ; and as the first step towards 
obtaining a permanent influence over my will, she 
eiideavoured, by the most soothing and attentive 
déférence, the moat artful and winning assurances 
of affection, to awaken that filial tenderness, of 
which she had hitherto utterly neglected the cul- 
tivation. I own I waa, for a while, attracted and 
affected by her caresses. It waa new lo me to be 
regarded as a personal object of déférence ; for in 
tho family of Geriglio, however prized and loved, 
I could not but be considered as an obliged indi- 
vidual, elevated to my situation by patronage and 
generosity. I was gratified, therefore, I waa 
proud of being ihe subject of respectful and affec- 
tîonate solicitude. I wished, in my mean yanity, 
ihat Armina could be a witness to the adoration 
1 received, tliat she might learii her aiTection had 
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not beea bestowed upon the neglected and ob- 
scure being she imagined. 

But I Boon obtaioed an insight into my lady mo- 
ther'a principles of action. When I departed from 
France, she had found me a mère puppet îii hei' 
hauds, yielding iraplîcitly to her directions ; and 
she waenowevidentlyBurprised tofindthat puppet 
endued with the énergies of manhood — defealhig 
her machinations, and resisting her authonty. 
Instead of meeting my opposition with an open 
défiance and exertion of power, which ehe judged 
irould but (itimulatc a character like mine to fur- 
ther opposition, this wary woman, whose imper- 
turbable présence of mind and îndefatigable per- 
sévérance fitted her for the epheve of art and 
ialsehood in which she was destiued to move, 
endeavoured, by mastering the ruling passion 
of my heart, and feeding me with flattery and 
caresses, to possess herself of my master-springs 
of action. I fell ïnto the snare ; and believing 
that l had hitherto undervalued the womanly 
qualifications of my mother, I decided that in the 
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cultivatioli of her maternai tendernesa stood my 
onlychanceofreconcilingmyfamilytomytnarriage. 
My fréquent and prolonged absences from 
St. Germain's were the first objecta of suspi- 
cion. Instructed by the servanta who had 
tracked my steps at her suggestion, although the 
Htrîct seclusion of Armina had acreened her from 
their observation, ahe believed my time to be 
spent in the society of an Italian mistress ; — 
some artfui woman, she cdncluded, who had deeply 
entangted me ; and who waa no further to be 
dreaded, according to her courtly estimation, 
than as an immédiate source of expense, and a 
probable cause of the delay of my marrïage. 
My mother frequently suggeated to me that, in 
the exiating slate of society, none but brutal vices 
or glaring indecencies were disreputable ; that 
the connexion I had formed, if not imprudently 
exhibited, would afford no obstacle with the 
family of Mademoiselle de Viry; our marriage 
being one of mère arrangement, and by no means 
necesaitating a close domestication. " You wili 
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bestow your name upon the heiress of Viryt" 
said my mother, '< your affections will rest at St. 
Mandé ; and happy the bride who bas no greater 
cause for complaint than a pre-engaged heart.*' 
Indignant as I felt at the callous profligacy of 
the Duchess, and at âmilar suggestions when 
pointed towards my Armina, I knew that a state- 
ment of the real nature of her ckims would only 
aggravate the evil. 

The nezt manœuvre of the Duchess de L 
was to lessen the length and frequency of my 
yisits to St. Mande, by entangling me in the 
diversions of the court ; and when she saw me 
skilfnlly avoid ail opportunities of distinction 
among the satellites of royalty, she intrigued so 
successfîilly during my absence^ and gave so 
fiivourable a colouring to the romantic diffidence 
which she had represented as being the foible of 
my character, that I perpetually found myself 
includedy now in the sélect hunting parties of his 
Majesty, — ^now in the Quadrilles de Costumey 
principally filled by the numerous members of 
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the royal family ; and laetly, in the magnifîcent 
carrousel, whîch was at that time preparing 
under the directions of the king himself. 

To my shame, I muât acknowledge that thèse 
engagements, which were at fïrat irksome, soon 
begao to assume importance in ray eyea, and 
ended by being coveted as honourable diatinc- 
tions. I was etill at the âge when auch vain 
pleasures acquire a Ëctitious importance ; and the 
intoxication of pleasure, which had been sobered 
for a season, waa again renewing ita blandish- 
menta, till the sacred engagements by which I 
was restrained lost their absolute importance in 
my estimation. I lamented the time I iiad disai- 
pated during my stay at Rome — I even lamented 
the precipitate measure by which 1 had embroiled 
my alTairs, and finally excluded myaelf from the 
State of Bociety in which my destiny had been 
appointed. Under the influence of auch worldly 
considérations, my visits to St. Mandé became 
leas fréquent ; and the lowly dwelling of my wife 
contrasted paiufuUy wilh the brîUiaut ycenes in 



which 1 wa3 now engaged. Tlie gorgeous galle- 
rïes of St. Germains — the glitter of geins — the 
waving of plumes — the splendour of an illus- 
trîous court, in that ils most splendid moment, 
when the gatlnntry of a youthful monarch Bum- 
moiied around him, like the wand of an enchanter, 
ail that waa fairest and brightest in création^ 
cast a comparative gloom over the neat but un- 
adorned chamber where Armina patieatly awaïted 
the return of her truant husband. Nay, to my 
disgrâce I muBt coufess, that in her simple garb 
of whlte, with unadorned tresses, although woven 
after the graceful busts of antique beaiity, I 
missed with regret those ornaments and deviceu of 
wealth and splendour which began to appear in 
my sight as the necessary badges of nobilîty. — 
While she — the confiding, the gentle wife — now 
about to become, for the second time, a mother, 
appeared to forget in the joy of my arrivai ail 
ihe wearisome dulness of her lonely existence ; — ■ 
and as I knelt at her feet to receive the kisa of 
welcome through my parted liair. I used to feel 
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the glad tears steal over my brow, as Bhe ex- 
claimed exultingly to the Italian nurscB I had 
placed abont lier, " Ah ! dïd I not tel] yoii that 
the beloved would relurn to-night !" and in such 
moments, with the arms of Armina around me, 
and my boy nestling in my boeom, I did îndeed 
deepiee the vain allurements which I had recently 
quitted with regret ! 

I had perauaded my wife that my présence was 
continually required in the city, for the furtherance 
of a !aw-suit which involved the whole of my patri- 
mony, as well as my family crédit. UnsuspiciouB as 
innocence could make her, her easy credulîty fur- 
thered my designs ; and in the trust that my dili- 
gence might conclude the afTair before theapproach 
of that appointed hour of perîl, in whicli my pré- 
sence would be doubly valuable, she even urged the 
fréquent neceasity of my absence ; and whîle re- 
commending the most diligent watchfulness over 
her health to her Italian attendante, I appeared 
to acquiesce in her suggestions — and was content 
to forsake the society of this interesting woman. 
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for companionship with thoae who would hâve 
held her but as the base dust they trampled be- 
neath their feet. 

I hâve said enoiigh, Gustave, to lead you to 
ioiagine that my appearanoe at court was what 
is there termed successful ;^but that success was 
not without its qualifications. I am not appre- 
hensive that you should attribute any part of that 
which I am now about to relate to the indiscré- 
tion of a boastfiil vanity; mine is a taie too 
deep — ^too terrible to admit of one idle or frivo- 
lous interruption. In acquainting you with such 
circumstances as are needful to its conclusion, I 
violate no secrecy — ^I betray no trust; such 
favours as are bestowed under the observation of 
a jealous and calumnious court, are not likely to 
hâve escaped either notice or comment. 

Ât the period of my arrivai from Italy, two rival 
Êictions divided the court of Versailles. I should 
scarcely, however, term them thus; for the 
Duchesse de la Vallière was of too retiring, too 
strictly féminine a character, to become the leader 
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of a party ; or to oppose even the necessary cau- 
tion and défiance of an adversary to the haughty 
Madame de Monteapan. At the moment to 
which I allude. Madame de la Vallière, although 
Btill retaining the distinction of " Maîtresse en 
titre" waa generally supposed to hâve been 
Buperaeded in the affections of the king by her 
perfidiona, but brilliant and beautiful rival. The 
latter, indeed, could boast of a long traio of para- 
sites, who looked to her influence for their ad- 
vancemeut ; and she was known to be audacious 
in forwarding the Interests of her foUowera, as 
she was insatiable in the considération of her 
own : but the gentle la Vallière was followed în 
her deaerted solitude by the blessinge of the 
poor, and by the warm affection of a few choeen 
friends : she was surrounded by adorers ; while 
the reigning favourite could boast only a mnlti- 
tnde of partizans. 

The disgrâce, for such it was called, of that 
lovely woman, so well defined by my frîend. 
Madame de Sévigné, as " rhumble inolette <pà se 
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cache sotis t herbe ^^ had even for a rooment de« 
creased the popularity of the king. A mûtresa 
whp had been betrayed into his anns by personal 
and credulous affection ; who^ ever alive to the 
shame of her aitoationj oontinually sought to 
reconcile hersolf ta the. God she had offended, 
by active benevolence, by mod^ retirensent,— 
whose greatneas had been '^ thrust upon her»*' 
and who had nev^ ezerted her influence over the 
mind of Louis^ save in the cause of virtue, had 
been ea^ily. pardoned by the people. But in 
Athénaus de Montespan» they saw only ashamelees 
courtezan, who had fled from the arms of her 
husband; and having exçited the jealousy of 
his Majesty, had roused him to bis first act oi 
tyranny — ^the ex}le ofthe Marquis de Montespan» 
She omitted no dispky wbich could wound the 
sensibility of the queen — she eaçhibited a wanton 
waste of splendour offensive to the people at 
large ; while, with the native insolence of an 
overbearing character^ aided by an acute and 
ready wit, she delighted to brave and insuit ail 
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thoee whom she considered as belonging to the 
opposite party. 

Such waa the iiiterior of the court at the 
period of my présentation ; and although, in 
that palace of pleaaure, where idleness finda so 
ready a resource in the circulation of the lie of 
the day, I wae apeedily inatructed in such détails, 
I waa Bcarcely prepared for a scène 1 witnessed, 
the very first tinae I appeared at the evening 
circle of the queen*. 

The king had recenlly returned victorious from 
the conquest of Flanders, which he had attempted 
in right of her Majesty ; and it was judged that, on 
an occasion so âattering to her pride, the whole 
court ehould attend to offer their congratulations. 
Louis had even exacted that Madame de la Vallière, 
wbo, for some time had desisted from her attend- 
ancejshouldappearonthisoccasion, I hadneveras 

* 1 am indebted more perhaps tn Mddaine de Genlis'ii 
populAr novela, fur the follaniog' détails, than tu tlie Métnuires 
of tlie tirae ; which are, however, cIobcIj followed in the 
Works in question. — The cire lUDstnnces atteniling the dealh 
of Madame nre alïn detailed at length in Madame de 
Vallière. 
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yet beheld that celebrated beauty ; and as she was 
not 80 utterly lost in the interest of her royal 
lover as she afterwards became, I prepared my- 
self to behold in her the admired of ail ob- 
servers» the only woman whom, according to 
the déclaration of his confidant, the Duc de 
Lauzun, Louis had really loved. I was standing 
behind the circle of her Majesty, which was 
composed of Madame de Montespan^ the Du- 

• 

chesse de Richelieu, and ail fhe most illustrions 
women of the court, when a very lovely and 
graceful wom^n, pale and pensive in countenance, 
and, from some natural defect, rather faltering 
in her gait, slowly approached Her Majesty, by 
whom she was received with stern and répulsive 
coldness. A malignant whisper immediately cir- 
culated through the group of which I formed a 
part : the ladies surrounding the Queen pre- 
served the most reserved silence; while the 
lovely Etranger stood near them for several mi- 
nutes, irresolute and sorrowful,—- her naturally 

faîr oomplexion becoming paler and paler. At 

n 
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length the painful vicinity to those who evidently 
scorned to address her, became too embarrassing ; 
and directing her tottering steps to the further 
end of the chamber, she stood leaning in solitary 
agitation against the tapestry. 

<^ Who is yonder interesting créature?" I in- 

« 

quired of my father, in a whisper. 

** Silence, for God's sake !" he answered^in the 
same tone; ^Mt is Madame de la Valliére." 

" Can it be possible,'' I replied, *' that one so 
recently courted and admired should hâve fidlen 
into this state of unmerited désertion ?" 

My father again interrupted me, trembling 
with alarm lest my indiscreet burst of sympathy 
should be overheard ; but fortunately, the only 
auditor, the Duc de Longueville, was too vrarmly 
interested in the object of my enthusiasm to be 
dangerous. 

" You hâve not, I believe," said the Doke» 
turning towards me, <^ the happiness of being 
acquainted with Madame la Duchesse de la 
Valliëre : hâve you courage — hâve you generosity 
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enough to be presented to lier at this tr}'ing 
moment ¥' 

I expressed myself grateful for his offer ; and, 
in spite of the detaining hand laid by my father 
on my sleeve, I foUowed the Duc de Longueville 
with a firm step across the presence-chamber ; 
and I was more than repaid for the scornful 
smile of the ladies of the circle, and the signi- 
ficant glances of the courtiers» when I perceived 
tears standing in those inexpresàbly soft blue 
eyes^ which vere lifted from the ground on our 
approach. Few were the words that passed 
among us. The duchess, who was only waiting 
the arrivai of the king to retire to the relief of 
solitary tears, was silent from émotion ; — Lon- 
gueville^ who had long been passionately attached 
to her, and the offer of whose hand she had lately 
again rejected, was equally so from sympathy. 
But on a sudden, the folding-doors were thrown 
open ; the king» brilliant as natural grâce and 
récent triumph could render him, entered ; and 
having paid his respects to her Majesty, and a 

H 2 



100 THE LETTRE DE CACHET. 

passing tribute to the lovely group by which she 
was surrounded, cast his eyes round the apartment, 
and^ with the instinctive tact of one accustomed 
toa life of observation, instantly became aware 
of ail that was passing — the triumph of gratified 
malice, and the isolation of the suffering woman 
who was there but in patient obédience to his 
commands. He instantly broke from the bril- 
liant Âthénaïs, who was exerting ail the piquant 
originality of her wit for his diversion ; and ap- 
proaching the duchess, with an air of equal in- 
terest and déférence, he placed himself by her 
side for the remainder of the evening — naming 
for his hocca table, Madame de la Vallière, 
Longueville, and myself. 

How beautiful a glow soon overspread her de- 
jected countenance ! — ^not from the empty triumph 
of gratified vanity ; but from the awakened faopes 
of a perfect affection — it was Louis, not the king, 
whom she loved ; and it was by him that she 
had been tenderly rescued from the persécution 
of the assembled court. This trifling incident led 
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to some of the moet important incidents of my 
life. 

Âmong the personal enemies of Madame de 
Montespan, although of too distinguished a rank 
to hâve becomeso throughdread of her influence, 
was. Madame, the sister-in-law of the king, and 
better known as the Princess Henrietta of Eng- 
land^ and daughter of the martyred king of 
that country. This beautiful and highly-gifted 
Princess was generally supposed to hâve made 
the first conquest of the king's affections. It was 
certain that he had offered her ail the public 
homage of the most devoted lover : and although 
their respective situations prevented ail possibility 
of a nearer intercourse, the flatterers of Madame 
had unfortunately persuaded her that the senti- 
ments of admiration entertained by his Majesty 
would préserve him iîrom the dominion of any 
other attachment. Circumstances soon led to a 
différent conclusion : he became enamoured of the 
diffident and obsciHre Mademoiselle de la Vallière, 
one of her maids of honour ; and with the hasty 
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indiscrétion of her sex, she revenged herself^ not 
on those by whose adulation she had been misled 
— not on him by whose désertion she had been 
irritated— but on the unoffending object of his 
new attachment. To princes the task of insuit 
is dangerously easy. Coldness — An averted eye-?- 
an inattentive ear — a thousand trifles * light as 
air/ become in their hands so many envenomed 
weapons: and ail thèse, and even overt acts of per- 
sécution, did she lavish upon the timid girl whose 
place in her hôusehold rendered her a ready prey 
to her hatred. It is universally believed that the 
line of conduct pursued by Madame and her ill- 
advisers on this occasion, stimulated the king to 
bestow the title of Duchess on their victim ; 
which, by giving her a distinct rank at court» at 
once elevated her above their reach. 

But Madame united to ail this violence and 
indiscrétion, the frankness and generosity of her 
national character. She had been actuated by the 
jealousy of a spoiled beauty, wlb had found herself 
suddenly deprived of the absolute sovereignty 
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over the first sovereign in Europe ; and when she 
saw her rival in turn abandoned and humiliated, 
she was Warm in her defence and support. 
Though she had scorned» in Madame de la Vallière» 
the declaredand triumphant mistress of the king, 
she fleW) like a ministering angel» to the Hôtel 
de Biron in that hour of désertion , 

When interest calls off ail her sneaking^ train, 
And ail the ohliged désert, and ail the vain, 

and was equally prompt to sustain and soothe its 
unhappy mistress^ and to oppose the advance- 
ment and insolence of the new favorite. 

Madame had been prevented by indisposition 
from being présent at the scène I hâve described 
to you ; but the nej^t day it had become the very 
fable of the court ; and I was not a little sur- 
prised when^ on accompanying my father to a 
festin given at St. Cloud on the foUowing night, 
I was accosted by her royal highness as the 
*' Squire of Dames" — presented by her to ail 
those of her intimate society with whom I chanced 
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to be unacquainted» — and finally honoured with 
her hand în the dance. 

^' I hâve been long in doubt»^' said she, as I led 
her through a gallery to the ball-room, ^' whom 
to sélect as my chevalier at the approaching coT' 
rouseU I wish to avoid the ungracious task bf a 
préférence among many prétendants ; and I can- 
not better détermine my choice, than by the 
honourable boldness you exhibited last night in 
support -of a lovely and much-abused woman. 
You hâve commenced your career by an innova- 
tion, and by a daring contempt of vulgar préju- 
dice and subjection. It was a parlons venture, 
when you consider the throng of dirty sycophants 
to whom yourdeed bore défiance and accusation. 
But — fasse pour cela — ^although you are le 
preux par excellence^ Monsieur le Marquis, may 
I venture to inquire whether you hâve the other 
and more ordinary qualifications of a gallant 
knight ? I understand you are but recently re- 
turned from Italy : surely you hâve not there 
neglected the fitting grâces of an accomplished 
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cavalière; — are you an expert swordsman — a good 
horseman V* — I gave as modest an account of my 
abilities as I dared ; for I was alarmed at the 
prospect of being invested with an honour equally 
dangerous from the indignation of disappointed 
aspirants, and painfiil from my own peculiar 
situation. ** You will consider yourself engaged 
to wear my colours," said the Princess, as I re- 
spectfuUy took my leave. " Come to me to- 
mbrrow moming, .and we will arrange^ with the 
assistance of Mademoiselle de Scudéry, some gal- 
lant device for your bearing." 

I could not fail to be gratified by so flattering 
a distinction on the part of one of the loveliest, 
and perhaps the most- attractive woman adorning 
the court of Louis ; second in rank to the Queen 
alone, and having long commanded the affection 
of his Majesty, by whom she was still regarded 
with the tenderest esteem. But if I failed in duly 
appreciating the honours of my situation, the vé- 
hément congratulations of my father and mother 
would hâve made me more than sufficiently sensi- 
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ble of its value. The Duchess in particular pre- 
dicted my certain victory, and conséquent fkvojar» 
and evidently grounded my future fortunes on the 
basis of a gaudy pageant. I know not^ however, 
what glory she could anticipate, unless the idle 
exhibition of my showy person; or unless she 
trusted to see me become that degraded puppet, 
the ipinion lover of a powerful princess. 

It is certain, however, that even Louis was at 
that time greatly influenced by external show in 
the sélection of his favorites. Â gallant bear- 
ing^ a profuse style of living, a romantic turn of 
character, and even a fine figure, were sujfficient 
passports to his good opinion ; as the rapid éléva- 
tion of his most distinguished favorite, Lauzun, 
is a convincing proof. None, too, but those who 
hâve endured, and cursed, the monotony of the 
precincts of a court, can properly estimate the 
value of a new arrivai, especially if affording any 
promise of originality. Â court is as a petty 
island, adjoining a mighty continent, where every 
sail is cheered, from the promise of novelty, into 
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its dnll and isolated port. The Duchesae de L- 



calculatedy more justly than myself» my value 
as a stranger to VerBailles ; and that value, once 
stamped into currency by the favor of Madame 
Henriette, I found my^elf» according to her pré- 
diction, Burroonded by friends and admirera. 

The appointed day of the carrousel arrived. 
The quadrille to which I belonged was composed 
of his Majesty, habited as Francis the First, and 
gracefuUy becoming.the character of that romantic 
monarch ; the Marquis de Vardes, as the ** Che- 
valier sans peur et sans reproche ;'^ Lauzun, as 
the Maréchal, de Bellegarde; and myself, as the 
illustrions Gaston de Foix, my splendid suit en- 
riched with ail the jewels of my mother^s écrin. 
The king himself wore on this occasion ail the 
crown diamonds ; and was hailed, as he rode for- 
wards from the Louvre to the lists, by the shouts 
of an assembled multitude, who delighted to see 
realized the splendeur of one of their most briL- 
liant national epochs. We were preceded by 
pages carrying our shields, mine being adorned 
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with the device of a golden lily — ^the motto 
" Mon Dieu^ mon Roi, ma dam£*^'* A blue scarf, 
embroidered hj Madame, graced my shoulder ; 
and, thusaccoutredy I formed indeed a worthy re- 
présentative of the true and loyal knight of chival- 
ry — falsehood în every thought and every gestûre ; 
and wearing the cc^nizance of one who was less 
than nothing to my heart. But as I looked aroond 
on the galleries whence our achievements were 
witnessed and applauded by the whole court, as 
well as by the principal families of Paris,— inspired 
by the gaiety and romantic splendeur of the scène, 
my whole thoughts and hopes centred in the 
désire of victory : and they were not disappointed . 
I had the fortune — good or evil — ^to unhorse the 
king himself. Had I been older in my dajrs of 
courtiership^ I had perhaps been more discreet 
and less successful ; but wearing, as he did on 
this occasion, the colours and cognizance of Ma- 
dame de Montespan, I knew that my victory 
would be a triumph in the eyes of Madame ; and 
my vanity was perhaps too intensely gratified as 
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I knelt before her to receive the prize at her 
hands. 

From that day I becarae involved in ail the 
intrigues and discontents of the court of St. 
Cloud; and had I been free to enjoj the mère 
diversions of society, I might perhaps hâve con- 
gratnlated myself on the chance which had esta- 
blished me there. Without possessing the cere- 
monious dulness of the royal salon — the viola- 
tion of décorum ezhibited in that of the married 
concubine of the king-— or the pedantry of the 
Hôtel de Richelieu — the familiar circle of Ma- 
dame was at once dignified, sprightly, and literary. 
Among the men, there weré the graceful Comte 
de Guiche, the witty Roquelaure, the Duc de 
la Rochefoucauld, that profound and original 
cynic ; the poet Benserade, Bussy Rabutin, the 
satirist — Grammont and Lauzun, those heroes 
of romance : while, among the ladies received at 
St. Cloud, were Mesdames de Fayette de Brègy, 
de Sevigné, Mademoiselle de Scudéry ; and, in 
addition to thèse, bthers equally distinguished by 
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their illustrious rank. Even divested of ail tlie 
prestige of royalty, Madame would still havebeen 
the leading star of this brilliant assemblage. She 
possessed a playful, but original tum of mind, 
which could adorn even the most ordinary and 
exhausted topics of discourse ; and although, per- 
hapsy more satirical and more engagingly frank 
than became one of so exalted a rank, she had 
a grâce of address, and a generous warmth of 
heart, which healed the transient wounds caused 
by her indiscrétion of speech. Had she, however» 
been more lovely, more captivating-^-had my 
heart been even estranged from my beloved 
Armîna, — Henrietta of England would never hâve 
obtained that passionate influence over my feel- 
ings which she was generally supposed to exer- 
cise. She had already loved ! — not the husband 
to whom, for state purposes, she had been unwill^- 
ingly united at the altar, — but of her own free 
will, she had already bestowed her affections on 
the accomplished Comte de Guiche. I would not^ 
Gustave, exchange the wildest flower that ever 
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blossomed on heath or mountain* for the fairest 
rose of the garden if it hath been already cuUed 
and worn on the bosom of another I 

But whatever share my heart, or that of her 
royal highnets, mîght hâve in our confirmed and 
increasing friendship, it was one that threatened 
me with danger. Sometimes, indeed, I trusted, 
with romantic enthusiasm, that M^hen the hour of 
discovery should arrive^ I might profit by the 
influence of Madame over the mind of Louis :— - 
but noble and candid indeed must she hâve been, 
since I ventured to hope that she would forgive 
the assumed dévotion with which her faveur had 
been received» and the reserve I had practisecf 
towards her. With the habituai inertion of a 
feeble character, I waited till circumstances 
should direct my future conduct, when a most 
perplexing incident arose, to increase my diffi* 
culties* 

A secret mission was projected between the 
courts of Versailles and St. James's. It was the 
policy of Louis to detach the interests of England 
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and Holland ; and the management of thîa déli- 
cate and important object he confidentially în- 
tru3ted to Madame, relying on her influence over 
her brother, Charles the Second, by whom she 
was fondly Beloved, to effect his purpose. 

It was arranged that her royal highness 
should make a voyage to England for this pur- 
pose ; and should receive an audience iîrom the 
king at Canterbury : while it was aiso aettled, 
that in order to conceal the motive of her 
journey, she should be accompanied as far as 
Amiens by Louis himself, and by the whole coiu-t ; 
wlio were thence to proceed towards Liste, 
Dunkirk, and the récent conguests in Flanders. 
In the formation of the retinue destined to accom- 
pany Madame on go important an occasion, it 
was rumoured that the appointment of chevalier 
(Phonneur had been conferred, at the solicitation 
of my father, upoii myaelf; and this accursed 
was to be undertaken on the very week 
which I liad solemnly and repeatedly promised 
to dévote to the protection and solace of the 
ed Armina ! 
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For once I pursued a manly and honourable 
course ; and reljring absolutely on the generosity 
of Madame, I hastened to St. Cloud^ threw 
myself at her feet, and acquainted her with ail 
the perplezities of my situation. She listened 
wîth patience, and even with interest, to my re- 
citai ; but not, I must confess, without some 
womanly expressions of surprise and resentment. 
When I had concluded my story, she rose, and 
approaching the whidow, she threw it open^ and 
leant there some minutes in silence. At leugth 
retuming towards me, as though some better 
feeling had triumphed over the first angry sug- 
gestion of her indignation, — she said with dis- 
tinct firmness, ^^ You havehonoured me, Marquis, 
by your reliance on the rectitude of my character 
— ^rîse. Sir — I will not disavow your trust* If 
you hâve misled me heretofore by professions 
of an assumed dévotion, — ^if you hâve sought to 
acquire my favour by an hypocritical pretence 
of undivided homage, — ^be the disgrâce, — the self- 
convicted falsehood y ours to lament and atone .; — 
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but Henrietta will forbear to add one merited 
reproach to your présent difficultîes. To-nîght, 
I shall hâve the honour of requesting from his 
Majeety a fresh nomination to the place you 
reject ; and this I can easilj' eifect without com- 
promising your secret or yoiir honoiir. Yoa 
hâve been my friend," she continued in a more 
Bubdned tone ; " and it is not the office of frîend- 
ship to désert the unhappy or the erring. On ray 
return from England a fortnight hencei meet me 
hère ; and we will consult together on the beat 
mode oftnalting this degrading affaïr known to 
your family. It is not impossible that thelr în- 
terest and my own may finally obtain the sanc- 
tion of his Majesty. — You bave iiideed grieved — 
you hâve disappointed me ; — but let that pass — 
aiid reraember, that the promise I now make you 
of fi-ieudahip and protection, is free, and sacred." 
For worlds could I not hâve offered one grate- 
ful expression to my generous protectress ; but 
aa I respectfuliy departod from her présence, my 
whole heart was touched with a sensé of her 
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forbearance which defied ail power of «xpresuon. 
I knew and apprecïated the delicacy of her al- 
lusions: and I would hâve rendered up my life 
to prove to her the wanoth of my gratitude, 

I need not tell you, Gustave, that the object 
of hb Majesty was fully answered ; and in re- 
turning from England with the treaty already 
signed, her Royal Highness was enabled to oder 
to the king a highly gratifying token of loyalty 
and aâ'ectioQ. She appeared» indeed, to hâve 
reached the zénith of her popularity and' fortune. 
Young — beautiful — powerful — beloved — rich in 
the confidence and regard of ail around her, 
Henrietta mïght hâve been cited as a rare ex- 
ample of prosperity. But whîle the stately tree 
âourished, the pride of the foreat in beauty, and 
luxuriance, — the ase of the s[>oîler waa busy at 
its root, 

One morning, when I had been occupîed at 
St. Mandé, in preparing, by the desîre of Madame, 
a mémorial relating to my peculiai- situation, 
which slic purposed presenting to the king, I 
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was met, on my road towards Paris, by the Duc 
de Liancourt, who accoated me in great agitation. 
" In God's name," he exclairaed, " why are you 
loitcring hère ? She haa asked for yoii repeatedly, 
and, unless your horse wîll carry you to St. Cloud 
in fifteeii minutes, you will be too late ! — Or will 
you take mine ? — butdo not pause," — " Of whom, 
of what are you speakingJ" I replied with asto- 
nishment. 

" Can it be," replied Liancourt, " that you 
are stïll ignorant of the sudden and hopelesa ill- 
ness of Madame ,''" 

" Impossible — 1 left her but yesterday at noon, 
in the most perfect health — " 

" She has, however, received the last sacra- 
ments — the king is by her side — Bossuet is offer- 
ing the consolations of religion, — and I fear she 
may hâve aiready breathed her last. — She has 
asked for you repeatedly, as though she had 
Bometliîng of importance to communicate. — Seve- 
ral messengers hâve sought you at Paris) for it 
occurred to your friends that there might be 
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letters — papers — in short, my dear Marquis» if 
there are any documents in the p o ss e ss i on of 
Madame, likely to injure you — hasten, if it be 
not too late, to secure them.** 

I saw to what his mistaken kindness pointed 
— I knew the suspicions that had, firom the first, 
attached themselves to my connexion with her 
Royal Highness, — ^but I had nothing to dread 
from the inspection of her papers. Besides, had 
death and disgrâce awaited me on that side, I had 
no power — ^no présence of mind to hâve extri- 
cated myself. — I was smitten with despair ! — 
God be my witness that it was not arising from any 
selfîsh considération, althoueh a fatality seemed, 
indeed, to confirm the difficulties of my own 
position. — No — ^it was the dying figure of Henri - 
etta which took possession of my mind — ^her rank 
— ^her station— existed for me no longer ; — it was 
my beloved — ^my true friend, who was stretched 
on her bed of death ! I reeled on my horse, and 
had it not been for the assistance of Liancmirt, I 
should never hâve reached St. Cloud. 
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WitUdifficulty I mounted the great staircase. — 
In the salle des gardes, we learned that the prin- 
ceBS yet lived ; and on reaching tlie antechamber 
to her apartment, I heard the voice of Bosauet, 
deep — measured — awful — exhorting the dying 
Christian. My wild and haggard looks painfully 
attracted towards me the notice of the numerous 
members of the court, there assembled ; — in the 
chamber of death, the royal family and the house- 
hold of Madame alone presumed to penetrate. 
Hurried on by an irrésistible impulse, I rushed 
forward. — Alas! it was but to catch a transîent 
view of her pale and inanimate countenance — she 
had already ceased to exist. 

I will not attempt to describe my feelingB upon 
this trying occasion. It was fortunate for me 
that the universal affliction arotmd me prevented 
any partïcular observation of my agonizing sor- 
row. Death, amid the haunts of splendeur and 
levity, wears a more imposing, a more terrible 
aspect than in the humbler paths of lilè. Scarcely 
were the aounds of eong and of dance hushed in 
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that gorgeons palace» when tbe awfùl approaoh 
of his ftiotsteps was heard along iis galleries. 
The flowerd were acarcely withered that had been 
yesterday twined in tfae hair of the prînoea», and 
she was already- a^throaded corse; — and h Gus- 
tave ! — I, who loved her wîth the tenderest aflec- 
tion, was forced, by my récent appointaient in her 
household, to assist in watchiug over her body 
till it was consigned to the dust — ^to superintend 
every ceremony» every vain form which ezposed 
me to the vulgar approach of hireling attendants 
— I saw Henrietta laid in her coffin — ^lowered 
into her grave. — It was ail a complication of 
sufferiug — a public exposure of the fohdest émo- 
tions of the heart ! 

I had also the aggravated distress of learning 
from the Duchesse de L , that the ladies in 
immédiate attendance on the departed princess 
had tracedy or imagined they had traced, the 
origin of her illness to our interview previous 
to her embarkation for England. As that inter- 
view had been fraught with mystery to them, 
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they chose to invest it with undue import- 
ance ; and her oc^alady, which was purely physi- 
caly and absolutely incarable, was idly attributed 
to my influence. Yeà— they dared to say ît — ^ 
that she had loved me — and that infidelity on my 
part had hastened her end. 
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Chaptbr VI. 



'* When I remember ail 

The friends so link*d together 
Vve seen around me ikll, 

Like leaves in wintry weather ; — 
I feel like one who treads alone 

Some banquet hall, deterted — 
Whose ligfhte are fled, whose g'arlands dead^— 
And ail but him departed t *' 

Thomas Moorb. 



^' Thb five weeks succeeding this lamented event, 
I passed without intermission at St. Mandé. For 
once, the forms of society favoured my feelings ; 
and while it was judged délicate and well-advised 
by my father and mother that I should retire to 

the seclusion of the Château de L for a given 

period after the death of Madame, I was deriving, 
m the society of my wife and children, the truest 
And purest consolation for the loss of my bene- 
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factress. But those peacefal days passed away 
too rapidly ; and, for œy curEe» I was once more 
Bummoned to Versailles. 

It unforttinately chanced that, on the very 
evenîng of my arrivai, having no immédiate duty 
to compel my attendance on his Majesty, I re- 
paired to the apartment of my intimate acquaiat- 
ance the Marquis de Vardes, where I found 
assembled several of our mutual aseociates, still 
indulgingin the excesses of the table. They hadal- 
ready drunli deeply, and were amusing themaelves 
with that kind of idle bravado, atid wild license 
of conversation, which is the usual accompaniment 
of such orgies. The common boaats of drunken- 
ness— succeBS in arms — and success in love — buc- 
ceeded eaoh other ; when the comparative merits 
of two celebrat«d female dancers being nnder 
discussion, with ail the freedom which the llcen- 
tiouaness of their private charact«r admitted, I 
•hanced to differ in opinion from the Vicomte 
d'AUncourt, one of the moat diBsipated of the 
party, who exolaimed with taunting irony — "Aye, 
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Marquis, you are no doubt a more exqoisite con- 
noisseur in beauty than so unpractîsed an indi- 
vidual as rayself ; but what will you wager that 
I produce not before Vespers to-morrow eix 
peerless damsels wlio will win the palm, not only 
from la Begarra, but from the peerless Armina 
de Gcrilly hereelfî 

I started with equal surprise and indignation, 
to hear that holy name profaned by this light 
mention; and rising haughtîly, 1 replied; "I 
comnoand you. Sir, to destst from hcreafter 
naming that lady in auch terms, and in auch So- 
ciety." " Good," replied d'Alincourt, Bcornfnlly, 
" good — Chevalier courtois et sensible ! — It fits 
you îndeed, to be bd chïvairous ïn defence of a 
damsel whose romantic billets you treat with 
the signal respect of leaving them open to the 
inquisition of every idle usher, and babbling 
valet de chambre in the palace." 

As he spoke, he prodaced two lines, addreased 
to me by the name of Armand only, containîng an 
appointment, and signed, according to her na- 
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tional custom, with ber tnaiden name. Bnraged 
that the terma of endearment it contained should 
thuB become a public jest, I exclairaed, " And by 
what right, dishonourable as you are, hâve you 
preeumed to peruse the letter of another ?" ■ 

" You raust observe," replied d'Alincourt, 
with cool and bitter contempt, " that the en- 
velope of this pasaionate iavocatioD is loBt, and 
was even missing when I first discovered the mys- 
terious treasure in the Orangerie. The name of 
Armand alone suggested the probability that the 
hero of 80 tender an attachment could be none 
other than the Oroondates of the day, the gallant 

Marquis de L ! ThuB fer, in reply to your 

inquiry. To me, Sir, an explanation is due in 
return ; whïch, as ït relates to the awkward 
Word, ' dishonourable,' as you were but now 
pteased to apply it, must be immédiate and satis- 
factory." 

Irritated by his insolence, I rather increased 

than diminiehed the measure of his provocation 

_ by my reply ; and the obvious conséquence waa a j 

WL J 
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challenge, and an arrangement for dur meeting 
within forty-eight hours. The necessity for 
d'Alincourt's attendance on Monsieur, to whom 
he waâ equerry, prevented a more instant termi- 
nation of the affair ; indeed, being each the heir 
of a family of importance, and having business of 
moment to adjust, some delay was requisite pre- 
vious to a meeting, from which the severity of the 
langnage that had passed between us, rendered 
it impossible that both should return alive. 

Ând now, what a conflict of anger, of shame, 
of repentance, awuted me on my return to soli- 
tary reflection ! In a few hours, my wife might 
become a helpless and persecuted widow in a 
foreign land — my children fatherless — the legiti- 
macy of their birth disputed by my own childr 
less and bereft parents. I turned sickening from 
the prospect; but the exigeUcy of the case ad- 
mitted no delay. I had long and painful dis- 
closures to make to my mother. — The morrow — it 
might be my last — I promised myself to pass 
with Armina, still scarcely recovered from her 
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second confinement ; and the succeeding morning, 

at break of day, was appointed for the iatal \ 

meeting. 

I had no doubt of obtaining an audience, even 
at that late hour of the night, from the Duchesse 1 

de L 1 whose duties as première Dame 

d'atours to the Queen, usually detained her long 1 

after midnight ; and whose habits inclined her to 
employ the hours of silence and repose in the I 

formation and prosecution of her political plans, 1 

rather than in sleep. Havîng obtaioed permission 
to wait upon my mother, I entered ter dressing- 
roomi and implored her, in Italian, to dismiss her 
women. The Duchesse was seated, Gustave, at 
her writing table, — the scène even now appears 
présent before my eyes, — habited only in a long 
white wrapper, while the jewels which she had 
worn at the réception of the evenîng still glittered 
in her ears and haïr. There was no light in the 
rooin, save from the lofiy tapers standing on the 
table between us. 
_ At any other time, hovr painful, how difficult i 

Ll J 
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would: it have been to me to hâve entered upon 
the hîstory I was about to anfbld I bat now«-<-tIie 
value of time appeaced too immense that I dioald 

waste it in idle oirçumlocution ; :and the measared 
beat of the pendulum near me^teemed to whiaper 
that my very moments were nombered. Withoat 
further preaioUe^ then, than an appeal to tk» 
tendemess g£ niy mother, and the exaction of a* 
solemn promise of seoresy, I oomnnenced my na]>' 
ration. I conmdered that the most affecting plea 
by which '■ I could pre-engage the Duchesse to a 
favoarable< hearing vns the intelligence of my 
présent precarious 'situation. I knew that the 
loftiness of het mind, atid her high sensé of family 
hononr, would be snfficient, even without the 
solemn teth 0be hsid pronounced, to prevent her 
from drawxng upon us judicial interférence. 
Having thiûi inclined her to consider with leni-* 
ency the errors of a son^ whoma few short hours 
mîght place beyond her power to pardon or re^ 
call,— 'I recounted mth due minuteness tiie origin 
and nature of my connexion widi Armina — ^the 
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birth of my two boya — and my intention to sub- 
stantiate and légal ize my marriage by every 
means in my power. To this effect, I implored 
her intercessioD with my father ; humbly beseech- 
ing her to meet me with him the following night 
at Paris, for the purpose of signing the neceeaary 
documenta in iavour of my unfortunale cliildren, 
whose innocent beauty I fondly deacribed to her 
as a natural claim upon her mercy and tender- 

During the course of my relation, 1 had no 
means of obaerving the effect it produced upon 
my auditreas; for, with the addreas of habituai 
cunning, ahe had removed the lights to a diatance ; 
and I could only judge of her eager impatience for 
the material pointa of my confession, by the în- 
voluntary gesture of throwing back her hair from 
her forehead with unconscioua véhémence. She 
heard my taie to the end without interruption — 
without one natural burst of angry invective, 
without one womanly effusion of tendernees, or 
indignation i and when she spoke aC length, her 
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yoice was measured and unbroken. But was this 
calmness the effect of maternai partiality, soothing 
over my &ult9 — palliatingmy detected falBehood ? 
Was it the résignation of a mind subdued by the 
danger and last anzieties of an only son ? No ! it 
was the malevolent stillness of the reptile of prey, 
waiting the happiest hour to wind its deathful 
coil around an unsuspecting victim — it was the 
peaceful shadow of the upas tree, inviting the re- 
pose of the passenger, while its poison is secretly 
distilling for his perdition. 

With the calmness of despair I paused for her 
reply. It was éloquent and dignified, as became 
the most finished inmate of the Court ; — it was 
cold and artful as if HelPs chief agent had been 
the minister of her intentions. But while she 
spoke, her voice became gradually so low and in- 
tense, that I trembled as I listened. '' On my 
conduct," she said, ** towards my father and 
herself, it was nbw too late to offer any comment ; 
my duel with Monsieur d'Alincourt appeared 
irrémédiable ; , and the great probability of its 

K 
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fatal termination rendered my confession equally 
flattering to her, as my confidante, and equally 
disinterested in itself. The steps, however, which 
I had pointed ont for the benefit of my children 
should be immediately taken ; and she counselled 
me to pass the following day, without further 
comment, with my family. " I charge myself," 
continued the Duchess, '' with the well-being of 
your wife and children 5 as well as with the task 
of developing to the former the fiiU measure of 
your honorable dealings towards her and hers. 
At eight o'clock to-morrow evening, meet me 

with your notariés at the Hôtel de L ; 

till then," added she, rising and ringiug her bell 
for her attendants, ** peace be with you." 

Humiliated and deeply wounded by the inhu- 
man coldness of my mother, I had still before me 
the dreadful task of passing the day with assomed 
indifférence în the company of my wife. Yet 
how to assume indifférence ? when the tendemess 
of my welcome at St. Mandé, my manifest impor- 
tance to the happiness of ail its inmates, struck 
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me at once to the very soûl, and overcanoie ail my 
firmness. Every trifling circumstance affected 
me with new feelings. The bouquet, prepared 
by my boy — the repast, so delicately assorted to 
my fancy by my devoted Armina, whose lovelinevs 
was rendered at that moment doubly féminine by 
the récent périls of child-bed — ail now appeared 
to offer reproaches for my neglect. The half 
finished portrait on the easel^ would, I knew, 
never exhibit its completion to my sight ; the air 
which Armina had composed to beguile the long 
hours ,of my absence^ and which I felt she might 
sooa require as a never-ceasing consolation — ^all con- 
spired to remindme how much I wasbeloved — how 
deeply I had injured — and how great was the ex- 
tentof affliction which awaited my unconscious wife. 
At length thatdreadfulday closed — the shadows 
of evening came on — and already I moved to be 
gone. " You will not surely away to nîght," 
whispered Armina> throwing herself on my bosom ; 
*' this has been so peaceful — so happy a day 
amongst us! You are low in spirîts, Armand; 

K 2 
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yet God alone knows why you should be in 
sorrow — loved and blessed as you are! — ^Tarry 
with me, yet a while, my beloved — ^and ail will 
be well ! Who— who can soothe your unknown 
affliction like Armina? wha can serve you âo 
carefuUy — or pîUow your head so tenderly ? 
Come back then,^' continued she smiling, and 
again drawing me towards the hou se ; ^* come 
back, truant bird, — or the ark shall be closed for 
ever against your wandering wings." 

She saw, however, by the earnestness of my 
countenance, that I was in no mood for trifiing ; 
I strained her to my heart — and implored the 
blessings of the God of ail goodness upon her. — I 
returned to the house — but it was only to lift my 
babes once more from their common cradle ; to 
imprint my last kiss upon their foreheads ; — ^then, 
placing them in their mother's arms, and again 
and again mingling my embraces with earnest 
blessings, I rushed from their présence ! — Gus- 
tave — I never again beheld, or that beloved wîfe 
or those innocent children ! 
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With the restlessness of an unquiet spirit, 
I urged my horse to ito utmost speed, Bor ever 
paused, till I reached a winding of the road, 
where I knew that the home which contained my 
treasures would be hidden for ever from my view. 
It was now a dark, starless night — and the only 
light in the valley glimmered in the dwelling of 
Armina. Fervently I uttered my last prayer 
for her well-being, and attempted to résume 
my route ; but as I advanced, a hand seized 
my bridle-reîn, and a voice exclaimed — ^* Stop- 
Monsieur le Marquis — I arrest you in the name 
oftheking." Suspecting at first some error, I 
announced myself; but I soon found that the 
lieutenant of police, to whom I was required to 
surrender my sword, was only too officially cor- 
rect. In less than ten minutes^ and without 
fîirther explanation, I was placed in a close tra- 
velling carriage^ accompanied by an officer of the 
guard, and a favorite valet-de-chambre of mv 
father assisted me into the carriage> which was, 
I perceivedy escorted by two cavalry guards. 
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It was twelve hours before I was permitted to 
pause on my journey to obtain refreshment. As 
soon as indignation and astonishment would per* 
mit me to question my companion, I learned that, 
by some unaccoun table indiscrétion, the rumeur 
of my întended duel with the Visoomte d'Alin- 
court had reached the ear of his Majesty^ 
who eyen at that early period of his reign, 
began to manifest extrême displeasure, and punish 
with great severity ail meetings of this descrip* 
tien. 

His Majesty had been particularly irritated in 
the présent instance from the circumstance of the 
quarrel and challenge having originated in a 
drunken broil^ within the very precincts of his 
palace, in open défiance of his well-known will ; 
and he had evinced his displeasure by exiling 
d'Alincourt, for the space of twelve mpnths to 
come, to his iather's estate in Languedoc ; while 
the noted influence of my family had procured 
for myself the far milder sentence of immediately 
joining the army in the Netherlands. 
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My commission, which I now received from 
tbe hands of the attendant officer^ bore the ex- 
press condition, that I should not» upon any pré- 
texta absent myself more than two leagues firom 
my régiment dnring the présent campaign ; and 
at tbe inn wbere we paused for an hour's re- 
pose, Lemaitre, tbe valet to whom I before 
alluded^ privately delivered to me a billet from 
my mother; acquainting me tbat, having been 
informed by bis Majesty of the displeasure with 
which he intended* to visit upon me my open 
défiance of bis wishes and authority, she had 
employed her most urgent solicitations in my 
fBLYOT, and had obtained the actual amélioration 
of my sentence, as well as permission thât I 
should be accompanied in my exile by a confiden- 
tial servaiit of my family. 

** I hâve not yet ventured," continued the 
letter, ** to add to your father's affliction upon 
the présent occasion by a disclosure of those facts 
which you recently confided to me ; but you may 
trust that I shall sélect a favorable and early 
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opportanity to this eâect. In the mean time, I 
will myself wait upon Mademoiselle de Gérilly, 
and soften as much as possible the first tidings of 
your exile. By degreeà I will unfold the whole 
truth of your position ; and during your absence» 
I undertake to watch over both her and her 
children^ with the most vigilant anxiety for their 
welfare. Be not, therefore, uneasy on their ac- 
count. The présent circumstances, untoward as 
they appear, may be eventually the means of 
reconciling ail parties^ and bringing your affaire 
to afortunate conclusion. Remember» therefore, 
that your immédiate duty to your family^ as well 
as to the name you bear, consists in the appli- 
cation of every power of your mind and body to 
the profession in which his Majesty has been 
pleased to engage you. — You are a Frenchman ! 
I need not therefore recommend to your dévotion 
the cause of your country ; but I may at least 
remind you^ that this is the first occasion which 
has afforded you the power of distinguishing 
yourself by your own exertions ; and that no 
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circumstance is so calculated to soften the feelings 
of your father and myself towards the object 
who engrosses your afifection, as the distinctions 
which may crown your success in the présent 
campaign.*' 

She conclnded by recommending me the ut- 
most caution in the Correspondence I should 
despatch from the camp; ail the government 
couriers being subject to the power of the police 
and ministerial inquisition. She therefore ad- 
yised me to commit every letter of moment to 
Lemaitre, or some other confidential messenger. 
She aiso inclosed me letters of recommendation 
to many officers of distinction serving^ with the 
army of thé Maréchal de Yillars. 

Re-assured by the perusal of this letter, I 
began to look upôn the aspect of my affairs with 
a less desponding considération. I was isatisfied 
that the campaign would afford me sufficient 
occasions for proving my personal bravery ; and 
I was therefore content to relinqùish my meeting 
with d'Alincoùrt^-â yoùng man for whom I had 
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formerljr entertained a particular prédilection, 
and who0e hanghty and irritating langnage in our 
récent dispute arose^ as I well knew^ solely firom 
the effects of intoxication. I was equally satisfied 
to be spared the task of undeceiving my poor 
deluded Ârmina ; and that she and iùj children 
should become known to my family under cir- 
cnmstances so calculated to create pity and 
commisération. I was more than ail content 
that circumstances had enabled me to indulge 
the inclination I had long experienced to break 
through my habits of indolence, and serve in the 
army of Villars. I resolved, that the prudence 
of my conduct, and my strict attention to sol- 
dierly discipline^ should work my way to the 
pardon of my kiug — in short, my sanguine tem- 
per already anticipated a fayourable termina- 
tion of ail my difficulties. 

My audience of introduction to the Maréchal 
coufirmed thèse buoyant hopes. By my appoint- 
ment to the distinguished reg^iment of B *— -^9 the 
Maréchal easily comprehended that the offeoce 
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which had drawn upon me the pecoliar restrictions 
attached to my commissioiiy was of no very enor- 
mous quality. He received me^ therefore, rather 
as became my birth, than my présent situation ; 
and without once alluding to the privâte letter of 
Royal instructions which I had been required to 
deliver, he politely, and even kindly, congratu- 
lated me on my appointment ; reminded me that 
my father and himself were ancient camarades 
cParmes ; and politely presented me to the officers 
of his Personal staff. 

Among the splendid group assembled in the 
tent of the Maréchal de Villars, I recognized 
many of my intimate acquaintances and friends ; 
and receiving the welcome usually bestowed on 
the new corner, who brings the latest intelligence 
from Paris, and therefore relieves for a moment 
the monotony of the camp, I was soon at my 
ease— Hsoon contented^-Hsoon interested in the no- 
velty of the objects around me ; and at length 
began to congratulate myself on my unexpected 
good fortune. 
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It is not DOW, Gustave, the moment to trouble 
you with détails of that well-knôwn campaign, 
nor will I touch upon the subject further than is 
necessary for the explanation of my private con- 
cerns. Âbout three weeks after my arrivai at 
head-quarters, T received a long communication 

from the Duchesse de L . ** I should hâve 

written earlier," she said, " had I other than 
unpleasant intelligence to communicate. But be 
satisfied, my dear son, that although you hâve 
been visited by a painful loss, it might hâve 
reached you in a fer more afflicting channel. 
Your infant son is no more ! but when I add that 
your Armina, and her first born, are well, I trust 
you will receive this dispensation as becomes you. 
The day succeeding your departure, I waited 
upon Mademoiselle de Gérilly ; and our long ex- 
planation was mutually painful. — Armina and 
your mother now understand each other; — she 
lives under my protection, and it is to me sh^ 
turni for support in this trying moment. Yes t 
my son ; — ail will be well. — You must attribute 
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her silence not only to her présent affliction, but 
to her dread lest the contagion of her child's dis- 
order, — the small-pox, — ^hould be conveyed in 
her letter. You must not, therefore, expect to 
,hear from herself for some weeks to corne, as only 
two days hâve elapsed since the interment of the 
poor infant. I must again recommend you to 
despatch Lemaitre to Paris with your letters to 
us." 

FoUowing implicitly the counsels of my altered 
mother, I immediately despatched my own courier 
with an humble letter of explanation and condol- 
ence to my beloved wife. He dîd not return for 
three weeks ; and his excuse for this unexpected 
delay was more calculated to excite alarm, thah 
to satisfy my anxiety. He informed me, — for at 
the request of the Duchess he had been already 
admitted into our confidence, — that Mademoiselle 
de Gérilly, as it seemed my mother^s studied 
pleasure to term Ârmina, had been attacked by 
the small-pox a few days after the death of her 
child ; and that he had remained in Paris till the 
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physicians pronounced that the dangerous crisis 
of her horrible disorder was past ; that from her 
extrême debility^ the Duchess could not yet yen- 
ture to remit any packet to herhands; and that 
she was about to quit Paris for change of 
. air. 

On receiving the cruel intelligence of Ârmina's 
danger, I became for the first time sensible of the 
severity of the sentence inflicted upon me. What 
would I not hâve sacrificed to visit her but for one 
short hour, and to hâve solaced her présent heavy 
affliction ! But I knew that the strict surveillance 
under which I was placed, would immediately 
betray me to détection ; and that my absence at 
such a moment might prove finally and fatally 
ruinous to my prospects ; and I was therefore 
forced to a patient submission. It was at least 
consolatory to my feelings to learn from Le- 
maitre, that the most cordial affection aiready 

subsisted between the Duchess de L and the 

two objects dearest to my heart. Âccomplished 
hypocrite that he was ! by what minute and ac- 
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cursed re-assurances did he deceive me into com- 
posure and satis&ction ! 

It was uow two months since I had joined the 
army ; and another elapsed before I had an oppor- 
tunity of again receiving private letters from 
Paris. It was still my mother who wrote ; first 
in the nanie .of Ârmina, and lastly in her own ; 
and I had the deep affliction of learning that al- 
though the smaU-pox had left no external blemish 
on the beauty of my lovely wife, the disorder, as 
is not unusually the case, had settled in her eyes ; 
and she was therefore obliged to undergo the 
deprivation of writing to me with her own hand. 
** She was otherwise," she said, ^* well and 
happy." My mother added» that the most skil- 
fîil surgeons had little hope of Ârmina^s retaining 
her sight. 

Grievous as were thèse tidings, I had little 
leisure to lament them ; in a few days was fought 
that décisive battk^ in which I had the misfortune 
to loseï my lifoerty at the moment of receiving the 
wound ovei» my temple^ from the eifects of which 
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y OU have so frequently seen rae suffer. For 
many weeks I was insensible to my unfortunate 
situation ; and I recovered to perceive that, 
through the attention of the officer by whom I 
had been made prisoner, the attendance of my 
own servant had been secured to me, as well as 
the care of the principal staff-surgeon of the 
army. To his skill and patient humanity I am 
indebted for my préservation ; and as soon as the 
fortune of war would permit, he despatched to 
my family a statement of my situation. It was long 
before I was equal to the perusal of the letters I 
received by the retnrn of the courier. Those of 
Armina appeared to me to be colder and less ani- 
mated than our mutual tenderness entitled me to 
expect ; but I attributed my first impulse of dis- 
appointment on this occasion to my feverish and 
excited tone of mind. The next letter, however, 
which I received from her, was still colder, and still 
shorter. I began to be intensely uneasy — vague 
suspicions crossed my mind. Lemaitre refused to 
leave me, on parole, during my yet imperfect re* 



TUB LETTRE DE CACHET. 145 

coveïy; and I had, thelrefore, no means of as- 
certaining tlieir justice, of of procuring certain 
intelligence of ber présent habits. Ârmina was 
becoming indiffèrent — perhaps uufaithful — and I 
— ^I — ^to whom even a bare suspicion of that 
nature was madness — I was a wounded prisoner, 
in a distant country^ apd debarred at once by my 
captivity and enfeebled condition from defending 
my rights. 

For months I lingered in an agonizing state of 
suspense ; at length, one morning as I was slowly 
pacing my apartment with ever}' thought and 
every feeling fondly turned towards the loved ones 
of my heart, a packet was delivered to me by the 
çspecial favour of the General-in-Chief, with 
the seal unbroken. It was a letter from my 
mpther, inclosing the foUowing lines in the long- 
lost handwriting.of my Ârmina, 

^^ Yea ! for the last time, and but to express 
to thee in ail Christian forgiveness, my pardon 
for thy dealings towards me and mine, — I address 
thee, Armand ! I address thee but.to tell thee 
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that hereafter our'pathd» are appointed ^heré' 
neter'again my wedu^tj «hàti: be ebcouitterèd by 
thy decekj-^Hliine aifefdtiori Vy thy^bitter cruelty !• 
HeretofoFe^ I haive beeii accouniable to imy God^ 
and unto thee ; but nôw I am about to become 
jHi^only, frote >?ehose foldl strayed* but for my 
sin and sorrow! And ixây mi^d eafliêGii^<B<lnyer- 
non atone for the errors of bôtk ! ' * * '. ♦ 

^^Sinoe the first happy inloment in which t 
determined to seek the rej^dlse of a- cfeisteri— ^ 
the only repose which may now avail me,-i-4 ilavë' 
at times wished to retufn tof toy BiàMve'AîOHntry, 
and seék my reàting-pla<^ ^ithin thé walls of 
Rome; but I hâve remembered that the^land 
which *contains the graves of my lôst children, 
is aiso more than mine ; and that in professing 
myself in a convent of thine own ptoud city , I 
may trust, that even thou^ Armand, wilt some 
times pass the dwelling where my làst' bitter 
monfîents are expiating miné unintended crime. 

**Oh! Arnmnd — ferewélU-i^Thott, to^whose 
care I was bequeathed by my dying father — thou. 
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tx> whose professed affection mine nnguarded 
heart.betrayed me— thon, against whose love the 
cl^ms of coûntry and kindred availed as nothing 
.— iarcr thee well ! Pardon and peaee be with 
thee/'; 

I will not deacribe £he mingled astonishment 
a^d despair whicli ajssailed me on the pemsal 
of this letter. Yes.l fdl was over-^Armina was 
lost to me for ever ! The end of ail my ex« 
ertipuâ — ^the aim of ail my endurance— «was at 
once wrested frommyhopes! 

Ail before me was a vast, a dark abyss, where 
no resting-plâce offered relief to my weary heart 
— ^no refuge was prepared for my désolation. 
*^ Tht graves of my children?" I was then 
douUy bereft-rnot even my ohild remsdned to 
console mie 1 . 

But abruptly as this intelligence had been 
communicated» andsuddenas was the altération 
in the .style and tone of my lost wife, I had 
reaspn to believe that previous letters had been 
intercepted, and I had only the chance of war 

L 2 
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to revile for my total want of préparation for 
the stroke. I learned from my mother*8 tardy 
communication, that Armina» since the death of 
her children, and my own captivity, had become 
depressed and estranged in mind to the most 
alarming degree. Her dévotion had assumed a 
severe and mystio turn; and her confidence in 
her confessor had led her to seek his counsel 
only, in the important step she meditated. As 
no lawful marriage had taken place between us, 
it would hâve been impossible for my fieunlly to 
oppose any légal obstacle to her intentions ; and 
in order to escape the tender entreaties and re- 
présentations of the Duchesse de L y Armina 

had already, and without previous wammg to 
any, taken the veil in the convent of La Retraite 
Chrétienne; the only one in Paris which dis* 
penses with the year of noviciate. Thus, every 
glimpse of hope was lost to me for ever; and it 
will not surprise you to learn that the intensity 
of my affliction occasioned a severe fever — ^tbat 
in my delirium I raved unceasingly of my loat 
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wife, of my dead children — and that when» by 
the mercy of Providence, I was rescued from my 
peril^ and restored to consciousness, I was still 
too deeply, too cruelly depressed, to dérive any 
satisfaction from the knowledge that an exchange 
of prisoners had been effected» that my season 
of exile had expired» and that I was once more 
free to return to Paris. 
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Chapter vu. 



" The better days of life were ours, 
The worst can be but mine ; — 
The pain that wrings — the storrn that lowers, 
Can never more be thine." — Btrox. 



I DiD indeed return to Paris ; — without one hope 
to incite my exhausted heart — ^wïthout one wish 
to rouse my mind by the renewed pain of disap- 

« 

pointment. AU was well with me — for ail was 
indiffèrent ! 

In my worn and harassed state of mind, I con- 
fess that the fervour of my mother's réception 
appeared to me artificial and overstrained ; I 
could scarcely believe in the excess of sympathy 
she displayed. Yet why should she dissemble ? 
I felt that my suspicions were uncharitable ; and 
the sensé of having been unjust towards her, 
rendered me more than ever grateful, tender, and 



respectful. Great God ! if in our after-state of 
existence, it were decreed that our soûls should 
retain any portion of the feelii^s which animated 
them during thei^ imprisonn^ent in ^eeds of 
flesh, — ^with what sensations of loathing should 
we turn from many to whom we were bound by 
ties of affection during iheir sojourn on earth. 
What secrets dotk the grave unfold ! — ^what hy- 
pocrisy doth it not make manifest ! — Yet how 
many among us pass away their days of life in 
forming and assuring concealments which may be 
laid bare to ail around them, during the first 
hour in which they are numbered with the dead. 
And thus my artful mother — but I must not an- 
ticipate my narration. 

Between my &mily and myself, the name of 
Ârn^ina was never, by tacit consent, again men- 
tioned ; nor did any allusion to the past tend to 
restore impressions^^ for the sake of each, perhaps, 
better buried in oblivion. Once, and once only, 
I was compelled to renew those cruel remem- 
brances, I had gathered together, with the 
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most exact care, ail that femainéd to me of Ge- 
rîglio's splendid bequest ; and of this I made a 
secret but légal donation in the form of dowry, 
to the conVent which his daughter had selected 
as her last abiding place. 

It now became the policy of the Duchesse de 
L , by soliciting for me an audience of recon- 
ciliation with his Majesty, to fix upon me once 
more the trammels of the Court. I was become 
too indiffèrent to ofièr a lasting opposition to 
her wishes ; and soon^ in the vortex of dissipa- 
tion,— of frivolous, yet unavoidable^occupation in 
the service of the Dauphin, to whom, shortl^ 
after my return, I was appointed Ménin^ the 
poignancy of my sorrow daily decreased. The 
graciousnesB with which his Majesty was pleased 
to exaggerate .the importance of my services dur- 
ing the late campaign, and, I may add, the per- 
sonal regard with which iie condescended to dis- 
tinguish me, were not slow to awaken new feel- 
ings in my bosom. Ambition and avidity^ the 
vices of middle âge, were beginning to assume 
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that influence over my character which had been 
hitherto suppressed by the more gênerons im- 
pulses of youthfîil spitit, and by the prédominance 
of a tender and disinterested affection. 

I became a courtier ; — and it was then that I 
learned to consider the décision of Ârmina as the 
most wise and rational step ; and as an act of ju- 
dicious considération towards myself, on whom 
the renewal of our marriage would hâve entailed 
certain disgrâce^ and probably a second exile from 
Court. I was satisfied that ail had been arranged 
for my advantage ; and once content with this 
persuasion, I avoided ail mention, and, in great 
measure, banished ail recollection of the stormy 
days of my early youth, 

The Duchesse dé L ■ readily penetrated into 
this change of sentiment, which, versed as she was 
in the gênerai frailty of the human character, and 
the peculiar instability of mine, she had probably 
anticipated in the first instance. She now began 
to hint the eligibility of a second marriage. The 
daughter of the Maréchal de Viry was no more ; 



L 
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but among the niaids of tionour of the Dauphmecs, 
there was oiie equally gifted with tboee charms 
wliicii alone pi-evailed in the eBtimatîoD of my 
fîimily, — those of faîr estâtes and rlcli poseeseione, 
A 11 alliaDce bctween iia was proposed and arranged 
by our respective connexiona ; — the favour of tUe 
King reudered our nuptïals brilliant and bonour- 
able ; — and thiie, în my niarriage with your mo- 
iher, the beautifulJulie D'Humièresjherhitherto 
feirreputatiou, and her extrême lovelineaSiWere the 
only considérations overlooked as of trifling iinport. 
Even with yourself, my Gustave, iier only son, 
I wîll be absolutely candid on this subject. I 
oever loved her : the feelings of my heart were 
exhausted ; — and I neither considered her well- 
being, nor cultivated her good qualities. My in- 
dulgence equally proceeded from indifférence; 
nor was ît wonderful that ihe young heart of 

One wholiad been bcguiled — une who waa tonde 
Within il luving busom tu bc laid, 
Blessing- — and being blcBt, — 

should at length grow weary of the lonelineisa to 

'hich it had been insultingly cotidemiietl. 
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Ovif .frisoêly establishnient admitted of our 
adôpfeîÉ^'^a -diode ^of lîfe wfaich m,utually relieved 
'ii9.of èackotfaerls présence ; and while my young 
wîfe, Ja^Uithe pside of pvecedence which the re- 
o^t death of my iiE|th[er«nabled her to indulge, — 
gloriotis^M beanty^ bîrth, and high and gratified 
)pleteA8ibD8"Coald:Biâke faeri*^reveUed in ail the 
•TVBalxiifn^ss' of' luxury and dissipation, my own 
timaMEOni'nuy rowii xnînd were sufficiently occupied 
by UnMiittt^of' the important postl already occu- 
pied in;lhe administration»^ to ren4er me regardless 
and itncansoioust)f alltha^ was passing in my own 
dwelliog; l Murmurs and sometim^ complaints in- 
deed) read^d fné4 but thèse Wfereall from the lips 
o£iirjr mother^ wha from the period of my marriage 
had'Àilediiniexaeling from Jier daughter-in-law 
those marks of «égard and déférence which she 
expeotedy and as I then thought, deserved. The 
yoiang Dnchess, dii^usted probably by her early 
.expérience of court servitude, bad already with- 
drawn herself from St. Germain's, and given 
in her résignation of the place she held ; and^ in 
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order fully to enjoy the îndependence secured to 
her by her fortune and station, she establislied 
herself in her holel at Paris, which, under her 
direction, became the most splendid of the Pari- 
fiian palaces. She posseased peculiar talents for 
adornîng and presiding over society ; and profit- 
ing by the influence of her youth and graceful 
person, ehe seemed aspirîng to form a rule and 
court of her own. The edect of such preten- 
sions on public opinion you may yourself, Gus- 
tave, détermine, by the présent unpopularîty of 
the Duchesse du Maine ; and your mother had 
even less justification than that princess for ao 
vain an ambition. The idle — the gallant — and 
the wilty, however, flocked readily to a mansion 
whence étiquette was banished ; and in whoee 
saloons and private théâtre the sound of mirth 
and music houily prevailed. There waa even 
attraction in the novei spectacle of a young inar< 
ried woman of high rank nightly displaying the 
abilities and taste of the most finished actress. 
My mother, enraged at boing ihui* defied and 
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eclipsed by the daughter towards whom she had 
intended to act as guide and mentor» and irritated 
by a succesSy the nature of which she considered 

an 'outrage to the house of L , and a still 

greater insuit to the court from which Julie had 
withdrawn herself, wearied me by représenta- 
tions of the indecency of proceedings so contrary 
to the convenances of high breeding. But I 
cared not to molest and interfère with the chosen 
diversions of a woman, over whose actions my 
estranged heart afForded me so little right to 
assume the governance. Since the hour of your 
birth, Gustave, I had scarcely passed one hour 
in the society of your mother ; and readily ac- 
quiescing in the désire she manifested to hâve you 
reared and educated, in this^ our provincial châ- 
teauy I passed ail my leisure hours in hurried visits 
to your cradle, and afterwards to your study. 

But notwithstanding my détermination to 
judge with unlimited indulgence the failings of 
my wife, they soon forced themselves upon my 
observation in a manner that required interfer- 
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ence for the sake of m; o^n hooour. The infor^ 
mation of my mptherj^and con/sequent iiiquiriest 
induced me to forbid tke y^its of the Ç<»nte de 

S , to whom the world had longaccgspd the 

young Duchess of accor^ing a préférence. She 
cheerfully obeyed my commands, howev^r, ob 
this head. But while I was deceiving myself 
with the belief that ail intercourse had ceased 
between them» and that the mind of Julie was 
eiigrossed by other objecta, the Coipte, . experi- 
enced in ail the arts of séduction^ and resolved at 
ail hazards to renew his interviews with the un^ 
fortunate object of his passion, had purchase4 

the house adjoining the Hôtel de L ^iand.}ia4 

secured a secret and unsuspected entrance into 
her apartments. . .< » • 

I will not wound the feeli^gci of my son 
by detailing the détection and, disgraee .of hk 
mother. It is enough, for my own viiidi- 
cation, to assure him, that her family ' nsed 
their most pressing endeavours to prevail upon 
me to shut her up for life in a convent ; but the 
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niAkA^py ôbjeèt^f ttiôîr indignation and venge- 
sûioê'^^àè reèc^ëd fi'om their hàtred, and the 
puniihiôent due to^ér frailty» — by being sum- 
ftiijnëâ^'béféri' a nàore awfol, although» I humbly 
frust, a'^morô I^e&t Jriége l Sfae died — unable, 
inth'a constitutioti inipâired by vigils and excess, 
tb bear ujraigiîibst thé force of that public con- 
démnation shé had d^spised antd braved ; or more 
protebly overwhielmed by her own bitter re- 
pentàfltee. — Peace be to her memory ! Under 
beitet ^guidance, and cherished by the hand of 
afiedtion, her failings might hâve leaned to 
vîrtue*9 aide ; and she might hâve lived to win 
and wear the honours which accompany old âge. 
As it was^ the envy excited by her beauty and 
enchanting grâce only served to render her fall 
more publicly discussed. You were then, Gus- 
tave, happy in the unconsciousness of childhood ; 
•and as the beautiful form now doomed to the 
eovruptîon of the grave had never leant ôver 
your oradle, nor won from you, by her endearï- 
iBèntB, the first fruits of your infant tenderness^ 
her loss was unnoticed and unfelt. 
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For me — no change was wronght in my 
situation. I had entertained no affection to be 
woanded by her infidelity ; — I had reposed no 
trust to be broken by her hypocrisy ; and if the 
dishonour she had brought upon me had roused . 
me to momentary indignation, my anger and my 
sorrow were alike buried in her grave. 

The ruling feelings of my mind had long 
centred in my service upon, and habituai inter- 
course with, the king. No mau was ever honoured 
by the friendship of that captivating monarch^ 
without sacrificing, to a suitable retum, the 
warmest dévotion of his heart — his time — and 
Personal interests. I hâve never heretofore 
made one profession of loyalty ; — I hâve exhibited 
no ezcess of zeal in his service ; I hâve rather 
avoided than sought occasions to display my 
affection, or to profit by that which His Ma- 
jesty has been frequently pleased to déclare 
publicly towards me. But to you, Gustave^ I 
may, without incurring suspicion, déclare, that 
every impulse of my bosom, every action of my 
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life, bas rece.ived ils direction from the one 
prevailing feeling of personal affection towards 
my sovereign. The best proof I can give you of 
my sincerity in this assertion is, that I undertook 

• 

the embassy to Spain, at a moment when the 
precarious state of my health rendered the ex- 
ertion extremely dangerous ; that my constitution 
bas been undermined by the sedentary life my 
ministerial duties bave imposed upon me; and 
that, far from having profited by my services in 
a pecuniary point of view, I bave expended large 
sums in the secret service of government, and hâve 
been even compelled to sell a part of my uuen- 
tailed' estâtes to defray the expenses of my diplo- 
macy at Madrid, which I would not distress his 
Majesty by claiming at his hands. 

But I bave sacrificed more than my time — 
more than my fortune or my health. I hâve re- 
linquished the exquisite pleasure which awaited 
me in the cultivation of the mind and affection 
pf my only child; and I should perhaps baye 
remained till now unconscious of the blindness 

M 
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of niy BelWevotion, had not récent instances 
of tlie iiinate seMshness and coldness of heart of 
him for wlioselove I had ventured ail, awakened 
me from my deluaion. 

I had ever obaerved the versatility of the 
king's affections towarda women; I had eeen 
the indifférence with which he witnessed the 
retreat of the lovely La Vallière, who had sacri- 
ficed to his passion the purîty of a spotless cha- 
racler; — the death of the beautiful Madame 
de Fontanges, which was accelerated by h la 
fîchleness; — and at length the dismissal of the 
haughty Monteepan, who, insolent and unfeeling 
as she had latterly become, was at an earlier 
period overcome by sorrow and repentance for 
the sacrifies prompted by her unlicensed attach- 
ment. Ail the^s — and more, I had seen caressed 
as the toya of a moment ; and thrown aeide with 
disgust, when the gloss of their first attraction 
had worn away. The death of his faithful ser- 
vant and friend, Louvois, had been passed over 
by the king with suspicions levity; — even the 
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long in(iprisoameiit of Lauzun was a measure 
scarcely justified by an arrogant degree of pre- 
Bumption which had been solely nursed into 
being by hk Majesty's ill-judged and mîsplaced 
femiliarlty. Thèse circumstances, and many 
others in which my own feelings hâve been se- 
verely wounded^ compel me to forewarn you 
against the insidious attractions of noanners and 
conversation which may lead you, like myself, 
to waste the warm affections of your heart 

■ 

where gleams of winter-sunshine will afford no 
génial and kindly warmth in «return. Were it 
no't for the friendship of Madame de Maintenon, 
who has ever repaid to me the kindness which in 
her early days of destitution she received from 
my mother, I am convinced that I should, ère 
this, hâve lost even the show of favour with 
which my services are repaid. 

You will, therefore, be no longer surprised 
that I meditate an early retirement from public 
lîfe ; and happy indeed should I feel, were you 
content to share my removal from the court. 

. M 2 
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I bave received from Madame de Maintenon, an 
offer of the place of first lady of the bedchamber 
to the young Duchesse de Bourgogne, for yovr 
future bride; but the alarming levity of that 
interesting princess, 

Whose gùùd and amiable gîfts 

The sober dignity of virtae wear not^ 

inclines me to dread so dangerous a companion- 
ship. The time may arrive when that which is 
now accounted but the innocent though frivolous 
gaiety of an enchantiug wornan, may become a 
dangerous and ruinons infliction upon the king- 
dom itself ; and I would not that a daughter of 
mine should be involved in the calamity. I hâve 
avoided ail formai engagements with the family 
of Roche-Guyon, in order that your own inclina « 
tion may be unfettered even by the interférence 
of his Majesty. We will henceforward dwell 
together, my Gustave. You shall seek your bride 
among the numerous families of our own con- 
dition» by whom we are surrounded, and she 
whom you sélect for your wife shall become my 
daughter. 
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You will imagine, perhaps, thàt I hâve now 
concluded the story of my eventful life ; but 
alas ! there lingers yet behind a détail more 
painful than any I hâve unfolded — a page yet 
unturned, whose gloomy characters are fraught 
with horror. — I hasten to its recountal, with this 
only prayer, — ^that, as a being trusting to receive 
mercy, I may be merciful in my considération of 
the guîlt of those, with whom originated the 
cruel miseries I am about to describe. 
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CUAPTER VIII. 



" Alas! p4M>r Pnitlieus — tbou didsi entertain 
A wulf, to be the shepberd iif th? lambs.** 

Two Gentletmen of JTerona, 



'^ In the occupation of an officiai life, fatigue and a 
constant dévotion to its duties^ allowed me little 
leisure to indulge in fruitless regrets ; and the 
roemory of my Ârmina became to me like the 
holy and chastened vision of a youthful dream. If 
I thought of her, it was as a being 

enskyed and sainted ; 

By her renouncement, an immortal spirit ! — 

a being removed above my sympathy, and enjoy- 
ing upon earth the anticipation of that béatitude, 
which should hereafter crown her long-enduring 
penance. Of my departed children, I felt. that 
they had returned, in the loveliness of their inno- 
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cence, to the bosom of that Godfrom whom their 
spotless soûls emanated ; and there was ** a rap- 
ture of repose'' in the love with which I contem- 
plated the piental images of the inspired mother, 
self-devoted to the service of Heaven, and the 
cherub spirits of her babes I 

There existed none besides my mother who 
could hâve entered into my feelings ; but though 
I sometimes imagined that the slights and insults 
offered to her by my late wîfe had led her, at 
timesy to regret the mild and gifted being who 
might hâve been unto her as a daughter, yet 
the subject appeared toc sacred for casual men- 
tion, and the namë of Arnàina was never pro- 
nounced by either. 

I need hardly remind you, my dear son, of the 
peculiar circumstances attending the death of 
your grandmother. Compelled, by her a t tend- 
ance on the Dauphiness, to foUow his Majesty 
during the campaign, the accidentai overturn of 
a carriage of the royal suite, removed her with 
awful précipitation from the sphère of her empty 
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pride; and she who, but an hour before» had 
reason to contemplate length of days for the fur- 
therance of lier countless projects, and the enjoy- 
ment of her dearly purchased iamily aggrandise- 
ment^ wàs consigned to a foreign grave^ without 
even a brief respite to receive the last consola- 
tions of our holy religion, or to arrange those 
worldly affairs, so important in her estimation. I 
lamented her loss with the sincère affection of a 
son ; — she was the last friend who remained to 
me of my early days ; and I honored her memory 
with ail the outward testimouials in my power to 
bestow. 

It was some months after her decease that I 

visited the Château de L ; and as she had 

seldom resided hère of late years, I did not expect 
to find any papers of moment in her apartmenf s. 
For the sakeof form, however, l visited the secré- 
taires which belonged exclusively to her use ; and 
having finished my search, T entered this boudoir, 
to pass the remainder of the day in solitary seclu* 
sion. The cabinets reminded me that my inves- 
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tigation had been incomplète ; and, having opened 
one of them with tLpcisse-par-tout, I was surprised 
to find it filled with papera, carefuUy sealed. The 
first packet I unfolded struck me with further 
astonishment, as being in my own hand-writing ; 
and, on a nearer scrutiny, I found it to contain 
ail the letters I had dispatched from the camp of 
Villars to my wife ; with an accompanying billet 
addressed to my mother by Lemaitre, my former 
valet, containingan exact détail of ail my actions, 
and an assurance that, according to his engage- 
ment with her, he had permitted no letter from 
Mademoiselle de Gérilly to meet my hand. Con* 
founded by this proof of treachery, I scarcely 
dared proceed in my search — but the next packet 
Btill further increased my horror and dismay. 
The first object that presented itself wàs a letter 

from Monsieur de St. F. , the late minîster, 

informing her ** that his Majesty, in considéra- 
tion of the ancient honor of the House of L 

had been pleased to comply with her solicitations, 
by placing the Marquis de L under strict 



j 
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arrest, till he should hâve joined the army ; and 
that, in order to prevent the disgraceful union 
ehe apprehended, a Lettre de Cachet waa pl:iced at 
her disposai, the exécution of whîch would be re- 
mîtted to the proper officers ; and that the Cour- 
tezanGérilly might be imprisoned in the Bastille, 
or at Bicétre, according to the inchnation and 
jiidgment of the Duchesse." 

The nest letter waa addressed to my niother by 
the Abbé de Tervinns, a créature dépendent upon 
her bounty, and a brothcr of my late tutor. He 
informed her with minute détail of his forcible 
entry into the bouse at St. Mandé, on the very 
night of my arrest ; describing, with insolent fa- 
miliarity, the agony and astonishment of " La 
Gérilly," as he presumed to term my persecuted 
wife ; and the dlstress of her parting wllh her 
chîidren, who were left under the charge of a 
village nurse at St. Mandé ; while their unfor- 
tunate mother waa compelled to follow to the 
Bastille the Abbé and hia crew, who were fur- 
nished with the fatal Lellre de Cachet, obtaioq^^— 

Lby my mother. ^^^| 

m 
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<< I mast needs confees," wrote this minion of 
crime» with an insolence which the hamiliation of 
guilt conld alone hâve rendered endurable to my 
haughty mother ; ** I mast confSess» that the Gérily 
\8y in spite of the dégradation of her position, a 
noble créature. As she stood, half-veiled by her 
profîise raven hair, when her children were toru 
from her bosom — utteriug no cry, but mute from 
very agony, I could hâve knelt—all courtezan 
as she is — before the dignity of her beauty ; and 
I not only freely excuse the weakness of our 
little marquis, but can well understand that 
Mademoiselle de Viry, malgré les beœux yetix 
de sa C(zssettey ^ould hâve little chance against 
so witching an enchantress.'* 

This insolent farrago was followed by a similar 
production, announcîng the death of my infant, 
and attributing its disorder to a too hasty re- 
moval from its mother, It also contained the 
copy of a deed, by which Armina was required 
in my name to acknowledge the illegalîty of her 
marriage,and the illegitimacy of her children, on 
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pain of perpétuai séparation from them, and im- 
prisonment for life in the Bastile. 

I had now exhausted two of the packets ; and 
paused in my agoni zing task to pour exécrations 
on the infernal cruel ty and dissimulation of my 
mother — on my own feeble credulity ! — But how 
were my sufferings increased by the opening of 
the third packet, containing a séries of letters, 
addressed from the Bastille by Armina to my 
mother, and containing replies' to the varions 
propositions she had received ! I trembled as I 
unfolded them for perusal, for I knew them well 
. — those élégant characters. — The time had been 
that they were familiar unto me, even as those of 
my own hand ; — but now their sudden appearance 
brought back upon my miiid a thousand long- 
lost images — restored to my ear a thousand for- 
gotten tones of tendemess ! The lost — the cold 
— the dead — stood once more before me in their 
former loveliness ; and in the intensity of my 
émotion I pressed the paper to my heart and 
lips — and lifted up my voice and wept, in mine 
hour of solitary agony ! 
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Again through my tears, I' strove to decipher 
their meaning — ^that meaning once so momentous 
to my happiness ; again and again I sought to 
pierce through the obscuring tears, while the 
form of the writer seemed to arise between me 
and the paper I held in my trembliog hands« I 
could not read — I conld not see — I could but 
feel the white arm of Armina pressed round my 
sinking frame — I cQuld but hear in imagination, 
her whispered words of endearment ! Oh ! God ! 
— Oh ! mighty God ! with what renewed bursts 
of agony were those remembrances forced upon 
my heart ! — till subdued and softened to the 
weakness of a child, I at length perused the fol* 
lowing letter. 

From the Bastille^ Nov. 9y 17-^. 
Madam,-^ 

To the surprise with which I hâve so un- 
ezpectedly found myself the object of your per- 
sécution, and the still greater* astonishment and 
affliction with which I hâve discovered my child- 
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ren and myself to be Buddenly abandoned to your 
cruelty by him whose arm should hâve been the 
first out-atretched to sliield and succour us, — you 
must attribute the silence with which I hâve 
hitherto received yonr înaulting offers. Could I 
believB tha.t the heart whereon I hâve leant in 
the full secarity and dévotion of affection, had 
become at once base and contaminated as your 
letters proclaim it, — could I believe that the nnind 
of Armand had been corrupted by your counaels, 
and his prînciplea perverted to the point of 
unitiiig in your measures, then might I renounce 
him as willingly as I now earnestly and proudly 
call upon him as my wedded husband, and as the 
father of my children, to save me from your in- 
human and unwomanly cruelty ! But I feel that 
we are both equally victims to your machinations. 
By what arts we hâve been eeparated — by what 
abuse of power I hâve been torn from my peace- 
ful home by the ruffian hands that do your bid- 
ding, — I, a étranger to your customs, an alien to 
your laWB, can little guess. But this I know — 
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that the Almighty who permits, for his own wise 
purpose, the chastiséments you inflict, will not 
suffer me utterly to perish in my innoccDce ; — 
and that the wife of Armand, — the mother of his 
helpless and beautiful boy8,hath an innate sensé of 
nobleness, which no dégradation you can inflict 
wîU oblîterate. Yes — my beloved children — for 
you I cherish the honours of which the cold and 
worldly-minded would deprive you ; nor shall my 
woman's cowardiee shrink from any trial through 
which they may seek to intimidate me into com- 
pliance. Cold and hunger, pain, solitude, and 
désolation may wprk upon my frame of flesh, but 
my resolution and patient endurance shall at 
length plead for me with my persecutors." 

Letter the Second. 
** You hâve, indeed, with cunning cruelty, 
devised a means of suffering I had not anticipated. 
Yet surely you will not persévère in such persé- 
cution ? You are a woman — you will not surely 
deprive a mother of her babe she nourishes at 
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her bosom ?. You hâve taken away my children 
— the children of Armand ! — Look în theîr faces, 
and you will perhaps retrace the features of his 
infancy. Remember your love for him ; recall 
the tenderness with which you cherished his frail 
and délicate beauty — hâve mercy, then, npon me^ 
and give back my boys to my care. You will 
find me submissive ; but why hâve you visited 
upon them the perversity of their roother? I 
implore you no longer to delay my relief from 
my présent state of torment." 

Letter the Third. 
*^ Twelve hours hâve passed — ^you deign 
not to answer my supplication. In the name of 
God, take pity on a mother's distraction ! — You 
hâve withheld my infant from my bosom ; and 
the fever which circulâtes in my veins may hâve 
already attacked its délicate frame. You know 
not how to sooth his sufferings — you cannot ap- 
pease his hunger — ^you cannot relieve his wants 
1 can. — My. babe will perish while you are 
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ifresolute — oh ! give him back to my arms, and 
I will be ever patient and obedient." 

Letter the Faurth. 

** One Word — only one — give me back my chil- 
dren, andi will subscribe to ail your conditions, — 
I will renounce ail my rights. Give me back 
my children, and we will départ for another 
country, and never trouble you or your's again 
I will bow to the dust before you — I will sign 
ail you require— only let me fold my babes once 
more to my bursting heart !'* 

The nezt letter contained in the packet was in 
a différent handwriting. 

^^ Madame la Duchessb ! 

" I hâve fuUy obeyed your instructions ; but 
I pray God they may be the last of a similar 
nature that you may impose upou me. On re- 
ceiving your commands, I entered the cell of 
Mademoiselle de Gérilly, to lay before her the 
paper you had prepared for her signature. She 
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asked no question», being exhaasted by weajkness 
and suffering, — she scarcely pérused the instru- 
ment ; but having hastily signed her name^ slie 
gazed wildly on the door, as if expecting her 
coDGipliance with your terms to bé immediatély 
followed by the appearance of her children* 
And now the extrême difficulty of sumouncing 
the death of the infant» which you had' réquired 
me to conoeal till the important document "was 
legaliaed, first becanoe apparent. Pardon ine» 
lady, but I now«own that I had no courage t0 
awaken the éloquence of maternai love- ^hiob ' 1 
saw hovering on her lips. I began by distàntfy 
adverting to the illness of her youngest chitd^ 
She approached me rapidly, and in a low tefrible 
voice she exclaimed, ^ Monster! you tediporizè— ^ 
tell me ail in one accursed word — ^you hâve mui^^ 
dered kV < You are harsh/ I replied hesitat- 
ingly; ^you will remember that the boy WM 

already ill when'< but I spoke in vain — ehé 

"^s senseless at my feet. 

rhe lady recovered but to learn that the young 
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Armand had been removed to a distant village» 
and t&at it would be some time before he could 
rejoin her. • I yerily believe thee,' she proudly 
answeréd ; Mt is fitting that lying and hypocrisy 
sboiild be add^ tô cruelty. I might hâve fore- 
seen that my compliance with the terms of the 
DucheflBer de L— ^^ — would avail me nothing.' 

f^-I havjfraînœy Màdam, removed this lady to a 
BBore snitable apartment. I hâve no fear that, 
in her présent feeble and dejected state, she 
shottid attempt escape, and she therefore sufTers 
Utile ôonstraînt.^ I cannot, however, but appre- 
« bénd that her mind is at times affected by the 
afflictions she has undergone. Her expressions 
are feequently incohérent and wild. She raves 
perpetually. of some person named Lavisier ; then, 
in an agony of despair, breaks into lamentations 
vJiick niy imperfeci knowledge of the Italian 
language does not permit me to interpret. I 
respectfuUy wwt your further commands." 

Ânother letter from the preceding writer, ap- 
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parently the concierge of the Bastille, was ad- 
dressed to Monsieur de Tervines, during the ab- 
sence of my. mofher at Fontainebleau. ^*The 
Marquises Italian mistress," it began> ^^isseized 
with a délirions fever. For God's sake inform 
me what steps are to be taken, as I am heavily 
responsible for her life. I believe that death 
would be a merciful release to the unhappy créa- 
ture, who has been inconsolable since I announced 
to her the pretended' decease of her remaining 
child ; still it is fitting she should obtain relief 
and female attendance. At présent, the pa^ 
roxysms of her disorder, and her shrieks when she 
imagines that her children are in the act of being 
torn from her bosom, disturb thé whole prison." 

Another, of a later date^contained the following 
expressions. 

^* Your assistance, Monsieur l'Abbé, woald 
greatly benefit my interesting prisoner. The 
jargon by which you contrived to pacify her 
feelings on your last visit has been of material 
benefit in our cause ; and she has since been in a 
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calmer frame of mind than I hâve yet seen her. — 
Your assurances that the death of her two chil- 
dren has been a manifestation of divine vengeance, 
hâve sunk deeply into a mind enfeebled by disease 
and long suffering. I pray you, then, to corne and 
complète your wôrk of conversion. You will 
thus secure my yonng master from hereafter re- 
newing a degrading connexion; and you will 
relieve from a most painful guardianship, your 
friend and servant, 

**Le Maître." 

It would seem that the arguments described in 
this letter had been successfuUy employed ; and 
that the persuasions and hypocritical cant of the 
Abbé de Tervines had overcome the already fail- 
ing resolution of my beloved Armina. On re- 
ferring to the date of that cruel letter which she 
had addressed to me during my imprisonment» 
and of which I had so misconstrued the sensé, I 
found that the abettors of this infamous plot had 
not been long in consummating their work ; and 
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that my martyred wife, belieying me ta be ii 
party in ail the persécutions practised against her, 
had been led from her prison to the consent 
where she had professed herself ; and that the 
peace of that holy retreat had alcme afforded her 
a refuge from her enemiea. 

Hère, then> was food for my meditatioBs ; hère 
were endless sources of self^accusation ipad re* 
morse ! The dying words of the oonfidii^ Ge^ 
riglio once more sounded in my ears like a vcuoe 
from the dead. *' You will protect my child, 
when ail other friends shall fail her !" and it was I 
^even t— the guardian thus sblemnly ccmstituted 
— who had pointed ont her abode to her persecu- 
tors ; and by my want of enei^y in defending her 
cause while I yet enjoyed my freedom, had be- 
trayed her to the fiend-like machinations of my 
mother. In the disorder of my imagination, me- 
thought I heard her acreams when barbarous and 
insulting hands were laid upon our darling chil* 
dren,— and saw her shrinking, in her hour of 
unconscious madness from the ruf&ans of the pri- 
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son I I could no longer conaider her as the en- 
thusiastic worshipper, who, haying cast behind 
her the pollutions of the world, had put on the 
wedding garment of conventual humility ; but I 
saw her agitated and gloomy, pursued even to 
the foot of the altar of God by dreadful remem- 
branoes, and Ungering passions, — ^in vain imploring 
grâce to grant forgiveness to her persecutors — ^in 
yain beseeching oblivion of the past. Oh! my 
beloved— my injured^->inine uno£fending wife I— if 
earthfy pity, if earthly love might in aught atone 
for thine injuries, surely thou hast already par- 
doned me from that high béatification into which 
thou hast now entered ! 

FronGi the depth of despair into which I was 
thrown by thé perusâl of thèse atrocious papers, 
I was roused by a single dawning hope which 
they had excited in my heart. It would seem 
that, although my unnatural mother had imposed 
upon Armina by the pretended death of her 
elder child, the boy had been in reality removed 
to TroyeSy and placed under the care of a tanner's 
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wife, to whom he had been afterwards appren-* 
ticed. This son might still survive ; and I trusted 
tbat my tenderness towards him would in some 
measure atone the wrongs of bis mother. Àlready 
I burned to clasp to my aching heart ail that re- 
mained to me of Ârmina de Gérilly ; and already 
I destined him to share with my Gustave the gifts 
of my fortune and affection. I instantly returned 
to Paris, and addressed a confidential letter to the 
chief officer of police, containing the necessary 
instructions to trace out my boy, without declar- 
ing the nature of my interest in his welfare. I 
had not a moment's rest till I received his reply, 
which I will transcribe in ail its heart-rending 
officiai coldness. ♦ 

*< I hâve the honor, Monsieur le Duc, to inform 
you, that on receiving your letter, I used the ut- 
most despatch in acquainting myself with every 
circumstance relating to the named Armand de 
Gérilly, formerly domiciliated in the city of 
Troyes. The said Armand, at the âge of nine 
years, was apprenticed to a tanner of the said 
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towDy by one named Le Maitre, a servant to the 

late Duchesse de L ; in which situation he 

remained for five years. Ât the expiration of 
that time, being detected in the commission of 
several petty thefts, his indentures were can- 
celled ; and being shortly afterwards detected in 
connexion with a gang of coiners, he was sentenced 
to be branded and sent to the galleys. His for- 
mer nurse, in affection for the unhappy culprit, 

made instant application to the Duchesse de L 

by an exertion of her interest to obtain a mitiga- 
tion of his sentence ; which might Iiave been 
easily obtained, in considération of his extrême 
youth. But ail intercession was declined by her 
Grâce ; and the boy was shortly afterwards trans- 
ferred to Marseilles, where, having wounded him- 
self mortally with thebayonet of one of hisguards, 
he died on the road. Waiting the honor of fur- 
ther ordersy I am, &c. &c." 

Yes ! my Gustave — another victim had paid 
with his life the forfeit of my first déception, 
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My child— -y^n^r brother: — ^had become a branded 
criminal, when one, one word from my lips might 
hâve rescued him ! Âccursed woman ! to what 
excesses did the insatiate ambition of thiue evil 
and hardened heart betray thee ! 

That child, whose birth had been hailed with 
the fondest rapture of parental endearment, 
whose cradle had been watched as though it con- 
tained the choicest treasure of this earth, — who 
had been deprived by the lawless cruelty of my 
mother, of his- natural protector — had been given 
over by her indifférence to the hands of the pub- 
lic executioner ! Forced by his state of depri- 
vation into companionship with the vile and 
degraded, when 

No mother*8 care 
Shîelded his infant innocence with prayer, — 

no loving hand had pointed out the path of vir- 
tue to his erring footsteps — no tender heart had 
provided for his wants — or taught him to over- 
come them. What marvel, then, that the innate 
cQrruption of our nature had obtained the mas- 
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tery — and that my lost and outcast child shoiild 
bave become a thbf — an abject and condemned 
félon! 

Writhing beneath the senae of my injuries and 
calawities» one laat» oppressive anxiety haunted 
my troubled spirit ; — was the partner of my suf- 
ferings yet alive? Pid my once-loved Armina 
still endure the burdeu of existence in the gloomy 
abode to which she had been condemned ? My 
instant aiiid trembling inquiries were readily 
answered by the registers of the almoner of my 
friend the archbishop of Paris: — *' The Sœur 
Armina, a professed nun of the Retraite Chré- 
tienne^ Faubourg St. Antoine, having exhibited 
shortly after her profession, symptoms of imbe- 
cility of mind, had been removed, according to 
the usage of religions houses, into an appointed 
ward of the hospital of Bicêtre/' Thither I 
now, in person, directed my inquiries. They 
were briefly answered. Within a few months 
after her réception, the patient had died — a con- 
firmed but harmless idiot. They showed me her 



188 THB LBTTRE DE CACHET. 

grave in the cemetery annexed to the establish- 
ment ; it was marked by a plain, black, wooden 
crossy but even that was falling to decay. 

So perished Armina and her first-born. One, 
at the âge of twenty-three, a lunatic — the inmate 
of a public hospital ; the][other, at 'a still earlier 
âge, a félon and self-murderer. — ^My^sou, as I 
knelt upon the weeds that covered her neglected 
grave, I vowed to Almighty God that no intrea- 
ties should ever induce me in my ministerial ca- 
reer to grant a Lettre de Cachet /" 
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9i Calt. 



In winter's tedious nights, ait by the fire 

With good old folks, and let them tell thee taies 

Of woeful âges long ago betid ; 

And, ère thou bid good night, to quit their grief, 

Tell thou this lamentable fall of mine, 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds. 

— ^ — Shaxspeark. 



THE 

REIGN OF TERROR. 



Chapteb I. 



Who is it that cornes thro the forest so fast, 
While night glooms around him, — while chill roars the blast ? 

— — M. G. Lbwis. 

A BRiSK autumnal gale was whistling through 
the avenue of the ancient Castle of Rocqaigny, 
as a travelling carriage, attended by a single 
chasseur, approached rapidly from the forest to- 
wards its massive gateway. 

^^ Would Monsieur désire to be driven to the 
grand entrance?" inquiredthe postillion. " Cer- 
tainLyf'^ replied in an indignant tone the attend- 
ant» whom the shock of their sudden stop had 
roused from an easy slumber, that defied equally 
the roughnes» of a paved road, and the tempes- 
tuous State of the evening ; ^^ certainly, blockhead ! 
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Do you imagine that the Chevalier de Rochemore 

would sneak into the château lîke" ** What 

means this uproar P" demauded the master of the 
angry chasseur^ in an imperative voice. 

The postillion prevented his reply by leaning 
back towards the calèche, and requesting the 
traveller to observe that there was apparently 
some brillîant entertainment at Rocquigny; — 
that the avenue, for the last mile, had been illu- 
minated ; — that the court-yard , seen throùgh the 
half-open portai, nms bright with torch-light ; — 
and that the sounds of festivity mingled, ever 
and anon, with the rude blasts which made half 
of his rapidly uttered oration inaudible. 

<^ And what then ?" demanded Monsieur de 
Rochemore, looking around him on the évidences 
which a long rêverie had hitherto prevented from 
exciting his observation. 

** Would Monsieur wish under such circum- 
stances to alight at the grand entrance in his- 
travelling dress ?" 

Rochemore paused for a moment ; then de- 
siring the drivers to proceed at once to the sta- 
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blesy he threw himself back in the carriage, 
more abstracted than before ; — surprise and vexa- 
tion, mingling with the émotion that had disturbed 
his spirit, for many leagues past of his journey. 
** Still unclianged, my sapient kinswoman !" 
muttered he — ^* vain and frivolous among thèse 
lonely hills, as in the Faubourg St. Germain ; — 
always seeking to supply the place of cheerfulness 
by tumult and disorder ! — But what is this?" he 
continuedy wheu, having alighted from his car- 
riage, he hastily entered the oourt-yard by a side 
door, and perceived lights moving within in every 
direction, — ^torches flaring — the uproar of boiste- 
rous merriment proceeding from the offices, — and 
a band of music stationed, in défiance of the 
weather, on the steps of the great hall. He in- 
stantly wrapt hîs cloak around him, and return- 
ing to the stables, inquired of a passing servant 
the cause of thèse unusual appearances. 

^* The marrîagé of Mademoiselle ^^^ replied the 
young man ; an inflexion of wonder at the igno- 
rance of the querist mingling with the respect 
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commanded by his équipage and personal ap* 
pearancé. 

'^ The marriage of Mademoiselle de Rocquig- 
ny^" still inquired Rochemore in a calm low 
voîce; — ** and with the Comte de Clairville?" 

** Ah ! Monsieur," replied the lad, nowjoyfuUy 
recognizing the voice of the stranger, ** a thou- 
sand pardons for my boldness. Shall I run to 
announce your unexpected arrivai ?" 

** By no means, my good Félix," replied Roche- 
more faintl)^* 

*« The young Chevalier,— will you permit me» 
Monsieur, to summon him from the ball-room P*^ 

" Not for the world," answered Rochemore, 
leaning against a pillar of the stone fountain that 
decorated the court-yard, and instinctively dash- 
ing some of the water on his forehead ; *^ not for 
the world, my good fellow. Oblige me by assist- 
ing my servant to remove my baggage tomy usual 
apartment." 

«^ Immediately, Sir. But-— entreating Mon- 
sieur's pardon for the liberty — I must acknow- 
ledge that there is not a single chamber un- 
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occupied in the Château ; — the whole proTÎnce 
is united on the présent joyous occasion." 

Rochemore*s first impulse was to throw himself 
into his carriage, and to turn his back for ever 
upon the domains and family of Rocquigny ; to 
renounce his kindred, — his friands, — ^his very 
oountry ;— and by wandering forth over the 
earthy wrecked in his fortunes as in his peace of 
mind, to avenge on himself the injuries of others. 
But a moment's reflection strangely altered the 
colour of his thoughts. *' They hâve sowed the 
wind," said he, " let them reap the whirlwind ; 
on them^ not on me, be the péril of the storm !" 
Then desiring that his effects might be removed 
to the room of his friend^ Godefroi de Rocquigny, 
and enforcing his request for silence and dispatoh 
by a golden fee to Félix, he foUowed his steps np 
a small staircase, and reached the deserted cham- 
ber of his friend without obstruction. After care- 
fally securing the door against intrusion, he threw 
himself into sl fauteuil before the lire, the lîght of 
whose decaying embers fitfuUy illuminated the 

o 2 
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apartment ; and tfaere, in loneliness and self-aban- 
donment, he hid his &ce in his hands, and the 
rising émotions of hisbreast oppressed him almost 
to suSbcation. But I must unveil the source of 
his affliction ère I can hope to excite sympathy in 
his behalf. 

Léon de Rochemore, as' the représentative 
of one of the most distinguished families of 
the nobility of France, a &mily whose import- 
ance had been upheld for centuries by the suc- 
cessive occupation of the most honourable posts 
of its native province, as well as by its rich here- 
ditary possessions, might boast a sufficient claim 
to our notice; but his good gifts were not re- 
stricted to thèse ancestral endowments. He was 
in truth no unworthy descendant of the Paladins, 
whose grisly persons frowned in mimic array in 
the armoury of his paternal hall ; and he had 
already won, both in battle-field and lady's 
bower, more than one gallant trophy to swell the 
list of their achievements. 

Having thus put forth his daims to personal 
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bravery and personal attractioiiy I will only add 
that his mind was intelligenty and his éducation 
as accomplished as that of the young nobles of 
bis day. The more délicate distinctions of his 
character I must leave to be developed by my 
story. 

About twelve months previous to the period 
at which it commences, the -Chevalier de Roche- 
more had been invited to pass the autumn at the 
country résidence of the young Comte de Clair- 
yilley who had been in early life his camarade de 
collège^ and latterly his comarade d^ armes ; and 
whose estâtes on the borders of the forest of 
Rocquigny afiforded greater facility for the enjoy- 
ment of field sports» than the more élégant rési- 
dence of the family of Rochemore in the vicinity 
of the capital. 

Ernest de Olairville, a few years the senior of 
Léon, had, nevertheless, from the milder and less 
active frame of his mind» acquired a habit of 
submission to his guidance, and déférence to his 
councils in the ordinary routine of life. Affec- 
tion and confidence had combined with natural 
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indolence to incline him to this submission ;> and 
Clairville, while he recognized in his friend a 
bolder spirit, and deeper energy of character, 
lost not sô utteriy his.self-reliance as to be ignor 
rant that on subjeots where judgment ànd delioate 
discrimination are required, he was qualified to 
support his equal pretensions. In conceding to 
Léon the palm of élégant acquirements and a 
brilliant and powerful imagination, the world 
décreed to his more resérved -oompanion that 
of graver soholariship and stronger pOwers of 
reasoniug. Léon de Rochémore resombled die 
wild torrent of the moutitains^-^parkling, — 
foaming^ — leaping from rock to rock^-^-^and al- 
luring the untamed eagle to stoop from his aspir- 
ing âight and refresh himself in its unsullied 
waters ; but Clairville, like the still stream of 
the valley,-^eep, — oalm^-^^nd' eilent^^-^was pos- 
sessed of qualities which could be far bétter Ap- 
plied to the common purposes of life. The bark 
of the traveller might glide secur« upon its un- 
ruffled breast; or the wheels of industry owe 
their activity to its impulsion. 
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This striking différence of character, — the eager 
restlessness of the one — the easy indolence of the 
other,— contributed -in a great measure to the 
good understanding existing between the young 
friends. *^ I am as useful to you^ Léon, as a wife, 
or a spaniely or any other legitimate object of 
caprice and violence," said Ernest to his com- 
panion, as he vraa laughingly persuaded to give 
up the promise of the forest covert on a sparkling 
October morning ; and, renouncing their pro- 
jected chasse^ to proceed to the Château de Roc- 
quigny ; whose towers, rising on the last rock of 
a range of craggy hills, were seen above the rich 
foreground of the forest. 

<* Nay, Clairville," replied Léon, leaping from 
his horse in order to assist in coupling the fa- 
vourite hounds, which the grumbling garde de 
chasse was reluctantly gathering togetfaer ; ^^ ra- 
ther thank me, that by enacting the scape-goat, 
I spare you the péril of governing a yelping cur, 
or being governed by a scolding house-dame. 
Bat en route I we shall be in time for the dear 
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languid Baroness's break&st table ; and I must 
justly distribute my powers of audience between 
the détail of her migraine of yesterday, and 
her pompons lord's dissertation on the décline 
and faU of manorial privilèges." ** While I," 
thought Clairville^ as he silently followed the 
rapid pace of his friend, '^ may dèyote my visit 
to its usual pur port; — admiration of the gen- 
tle bearing and placid smiles of their loVely 
daughter/' 

It might,«perhaps, hâve occurred to a worldly 
mind, that those very smiles afforded a more pro- 
bable motive for Rochemore's sudden disgust 
to the morning's chase, than his affected value 
for the Society of the Baron ; who had been long 
denounced between them as the most intolérable 
proser of the Canton. But there were two suffi- 
cient causes for the blindness of Clairville. Léon 
de Rochemore had been for many years affianced 
to his only sister ; and he had himself forewamed 
his friend of his intentions to put forth an early 
claim to the hand of Mademoiselle de Rocquigny ; 
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a claim which his birth and fortune, as well as 
his Personal character, would probably render 
higUy acceptable to her family. Clairville 
strong in integrity and honourable principles^ 
would bave scomed to indulge in suspicions of 
his friend, on grounds that had been offensive 
if applied to himself ; and he was therefçre 
blinda and wilfuUy blind, to the conscious and 
confused manner in which the salutations of the 
graceful Léon were ofifered to, and received by 
the object of his secret attachmeut. Without 
perceiving that he was obeying the direction of a 
master-hand, he found himself compelled to pay 
his court to the solemn Baron de Rocguigny, and 
his invalid coquette of a wife» while he left to 
Léon the more inviting task of describing to the 
attentive Estelle the success of their morning's 
early sport, and their voluntary abandonment 
of its allurements to pass a short hour in her 
présence. 

There was, however, one member of the family 
of Rocquigny who was somewhat more alive to 
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the ilUdisguised pleasure with which the atten- 
tions of Rochemore were received. This was 
the Maréchale d'Olonne, the mother of Madame 
deRocquigny; and while the Çaroness was oc- 
cupied în displaying with picturesque languor, 
the douillette in which it was h^r pleasure to en- 
velop her «till lovely person during her annual 
interment in her provincial grave, her wiser mo- 
ther was anxiously awake to the périls which 
menaced the young daughter of her house. 

The Maréchale, educated and fostered in ail 
the narrow préjudices of the ancienne noUeê^^ 
had wasted her éloquence for several years suc- 
ceeding the birth of Estelle, in persuading lier 
^Einciful daughter to sélect one of the most dîs- 
tinguished Parisian convents for her place of 
éducation. But Madame de Rocquigny, weak in 
her affections as in ail beside, had considered her 
courage unequal to the séparation ; an attaqtêe de 
nerfs regularly succeeded ail discussion on the 
subject of parting from her darling ; and at length 
her persevering foUy wearied her anxious solici- 
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tressy and preserved her from further molesta tion. 
Estelle» under the charge of able teachers, and 
the directions of a carefîil governess, was per- 
mitted to snatch such opportunities of acquire- 
ment as the caprices of her fashionable mother 
would allow ; and such was fortunately the na- 
tural docility of her character^ and so reasonable 
the turn of her mind, that the influence of eight 
months passed in the capital, where the Baroness 
çontrived to render her lessons unavailing, was 
insufficient to counteract that of the remaining 
four, which enabled her to profit by the seclusion 
of the Château de Rocquigny. There, under 
the care of Madame de la Tour, she was per- 
mitted to add the grâces of a .polished mind, and 
the more «olidadvantages of religious principle 
to the el^ance of addres» and worldly tact, 
which shç xould not ^fail to gather from the 
eouBsels and ezample of her highlyinterestingy 
aged relative. But the character of a person so 
vénérable, and so venerated, deserves to be con- 
ftidered'wîthmore than a passing notice. 
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Chaptbr'II. 



Lorsque vers son déclin le soleil i^ous éclaire, 
L*éclat de ses rayons n'en est point affoibli : 

On est vieux à ving^ ans, si Ton cesse de plûre, — 
Et qui plait à cent ans, meurt sans avoir vieilli. 

VOLTAIRB. 



Madame la Maréchale d'Olonne mîght be cited 
as one of the last living spécimens of that school of 
Parisian refinement, wliich united, with lingering 
tenacity^ every better attribute of the preceding 
âge ; — ^the courtly stateliness of the time of Louis 
le Grand, with the witty but somewhat too easy 
gaiety of the Regency. Her graceful yivacity had 
been a chief ornament of the circle of Versailles 
during the long reign of Louis the Fifteenth; 
and as she had escaped the dégradation soi^ht 
and cherished by many of the greatest and most 
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virtuous of the female noblesse — an intîmate asso- 
ciation with Mesdames de Pompadour and Du 
Barri, — she was eqnally preserved by the same 
honorable principles, and the same sensé of her 
own dignity, from incurring the censures of the 
malicious, through the friendship with which she 
had been unremittingly distinguished by the King 
himseif. But while she was accused by the cour- 
tiers of want of si^acity to profit by her interest» 
and by their wîves of 'want of courage to drive 
from the Court the shameless courtezans by whose 
intrusion it was polluted, she was satisfied to re- 
tire to the décent privacy of a happy home, and 
to shelter her feelings in the family circle where 
she reigned suprême. 

Since the accession of his présent Majesty, Ma- 
dame d'Olonne had only once emerged from her 
retirementy in order to pay her devoirs to that 
young and lovely Queen who, as Dauphiness, had 
frequently resorted to her known expérience for 
coîinsel and guidance. Âlas ! in contemplating 
the brilliant rising of the star of promise^ how 
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little had she anticipated the storms which, ère its 
meridian, were destined to obscure its brightnesB 1 
How little had she dreamed, while admiring the 
solicitude with which the people of France at*- 
tached themselves to the footsteps of Marie An* 
toinette, that those very hands, lifted up in joyous 
acclamation, would shortly be outstretched to 
curse the object of their présent idolatry — -to de- 
mand her life, — nay, to dye their polluted mem- 
bers in her very heart's blood ! 

But if the Maréchale d'Olonne were unvisited 
by appréhensions of public cal^mity, the peaoe- 
ful ténor of her life was soon to be disturbed by 
anxieties of a private nature. Those warm affec- 
tions which the heartless frivolity of her daughter, 
and the deaths of her husband and son^ had left 
without an object, had long been concentrated in 
a tender attachment towards her lovely grand- 
child. Estelle had become from her infancy tlie 
hope, the solace, the dream of Madame d'Olonne's 
old âge ; and now that her dawning beauty ex- 
cited in her mother a half-jealous, half-exulting 
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sensation of maternai vanity, and in her father 
the ambitions projeots of a man of the world» it 
^oke a thonsand vague appréhensions in the more 
discriminating mind of the Maréchale. Chained by 
the préjudices of her caste toits foUies and abuses, 
a mariage de convenance appeared to her, as in- 
evitably as to the iamily of Rocquigny, the des- 
tined portion of its young représentative ; but 
her affection for this darliug object of her care 
had already, and for the first time» permitted 
feelings of doubt and anxiety to mingle with her 
projects. 

*^ Yes," argued she in her moments of secret 
inquiétude, '^ it is indeed impossible that a child 
of her âge should be allowed the dangerous liberty 
of sélection ; but I may at least lament the exist- 
ence of those worldly usages whioh must deprive 
her of a privilège so dear to a young heart^ and 
the injudicious partiality which has permitted her 
eye to range^ and her ear to welcome the * lepe- 
rous distilment' of flattery, ère her heart has re- 
ceived its first impulse at the altar. Had that 
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pure and gentle heart remained secure in the con^ 
vent whence her mother issued only to pronounœ 
her vows of fidelity to thehusband assigned to her 
acceptance by the common voice of her fitmily^ I 
had been spared my présent alarm lest the atten- 
tions of yonder graceful boy shonld weaken the 
influence of Monsieur de Clairville over her 
feelings.'' 

Stimulated by such appréhensions^ the old lady 
was not slow to increase the péril of her lovely 
pupil, by waming her of the dangers that menaeed 
her peace. Estelle, pure and spotless as the 
flowers which formed the only omament of her 
attire, had hitherto attributed the delight with 
which she hailed the daily arrivai of Léon de 
Rochemore to the pleasure afibrded by his society 
to her father, her mother, and her young brother. 
She perceived that, both as a hearer and a speaker, 
he was an invaluable addition to their £unily 
circle. He was equally ready to endure with pa- 
tience the diffuse verbosity of the Baron, and to 
attempt the yet more toilsome task of dispelling 
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those vapeurs noirs^ by which the Baroness was 
haunted from the moment she crossed the draw- 
bridge of the Castle of Rocquigny, to the happy 
hour which reinstalled her in the Rue de Gre- 
nelle ; — and to soothe the imaginary sufferings, 
which could'only be alleviated by a well-imagined 
compliment on the last new coiffure forwarded to 
her barbarous solitude by Mademoiselle Bertin ; 
or by a witty version of the last idle taie of 
scandai forged or embellished in the Faubourg St. 
Crermain. While after his laborious efforts to 
satisfy the yoracious appetite of discontented 

« 

yanity, to enliven the faded weariness of an 
ennuyée f he would direct ail the play fui originality 
of his lively mind to the amusement and instruc- 
tion of the young Godefroi, who was upon the 
point of entering upon a military career. AU this 
judicious déférence to the tastes of her nearest 
connections had hitherto appeared to Estelle as 
the charm which embellished the character and 
bearing of the Chevalier de Rochemore ; but un- 
deceived by the représentations of the Maréchale, 

p 
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she was compelled to acknowledge that Mb merit, 
in her eyes, consistée! neither in his éloquence, his 
brilliancy, nor even in his patience ; but in the 
air of silent and intense révérence with which he 
gazed upon herself. 

*' Chide me not, dearest Madam," she would 
reply to the expostulations of the Maréchale 
d'Olonne, '< in justice, chide me not that I pre- 
fer the varying brilliancy of Monsieur de Roche- 
more's conversation, to the sententious dulness of 
that of the Comte de Clairville. I am not in- 
sensible to .his merits ; — I know that his obser- 
vations are generally just, although not so fre- 
quently T^ell-timed ; but from his morning bow 
to his parting salutation, I know his visits by 
heart. When he arrives, I could predict the 
very chair on which he will place himself, and 
that it will occupy the beau milieu exacted by 
the most scrupulous ceremouy between mine and 
that of mamma." 

" Possibly — ^and politeness you will acknow- 
ledge to be an essential branch of minor morala." 
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^* But surelj there ezîsts a more délicate order 
of politeness, — an unobtrusiye defereiice» which 
is préférable to the meta ordinary bowiDg, cring- 
ÎDgy speechifyiDg virtue he possesaes ? Then if, 
at your instigation, I flatter him by an inquiry, I 
ean as surely anficipate tbe sober, serions an- 
swer, as if it were the solution of a school pro- 
blem." 

^* While from Léon you would probably re- 
ceive eith^ a coYert but exaggerated compli- 
ment, or some flippant axiom of Parisian persù- 
flage. Is it not so, Estelle ?" 

" 1 never yet heard one word of flattery from 
Monsieur de Rochemore/^ replied Mademoiselle 
de Rocquigny ; ^' and if my memory, dear Ma- 
dam, does not mislead me, I hâve seen his lively 
sallies rewarded bya emàle even from yourself." 

" OccasionaUy perhaps, while my undivided 
attention is ever at the command of Clairville, 
and is assuredly repaid by — " 

*« Ch^e borme mamany—do not borrow the 
Count's tone of remonstrance — ^" 

P 2 
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^^ Do not yourself, Estelle, assume Monsieur 
de Rochemore's levity. No !— your caresses, your 
blandishments, my beloved child, shall not deter 
me from làying bare the sickly vanity which 
binds you to Léon ; from assuring you, Estelle, 
that the sober calmness you despise will become 
a valuable quality in your estimation, should the 
wishes of your family be fulfilled by your union 
with Ernest de^ Clairville. That flippant gaiety 
which, to your unpractised mind, assumes the 
value of originality, is in truth the mère jargon 
of Society, tinctured by a ton de garnùofi which 
is oflFensive to a well-bred ear." 

Bu\ Estelle heard not thèse severe strictures 
upon her favourite ; from the moment the Maré- 
chale had named her union with Clairville, she 
had become gloomy, abstracted and silent. At 
length, and rather in reply to her own train of 
thoughts than to the remonstrances of Madame 
d'Olonne, she observed, thoughtfully, " And 
Léon, by his matriage with Louise de Clair- 
ville, will become our brother; their engage- 
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ment was determined during his last visit to Nor- 
mandy." 

** Considering the rank and crédit of Monsieur 
de Clairville's family connections/' replied the 
Maréchale, peevishly, <^ I should think such an 
accession utterly unimportant ; and I must again, 
and seriously. Mademoiselle, advise you to re- 
friain fpom" — 

** Do not call me Mademoiselle^ my own dear- 
est friend," whispered Estelle, with the tears in 
her eyes, ^* and do not speak in that terrible 
tone. Believe me that the Chevalier de Roche- 
jnore is nothing to me except from the import- 
ance yonr fears hâve assigned him ; and his en- 
gagement with my friend Louise has alone led 
to our familiar intercourse." 

Estelle, as she affectionately kissed the hand of 
her grandmother, and retired from her présence, 
was satisfied that her arguments had been con- 
vincing ; but the Maréchale was too acute an ob- 
server, too experienced a student of the human 
heart, to be deceived by the représentations of one 
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who was herself the dvpe of her own feelings» 
or imagination. She therefore estimated, accofd- 
ing to their ttne danger, the tfralks — ^ihe rides — 
the long ccmversations — ^the longer, and still more 
perilous àlence, shared between Estelle and_ the 
Chevalier de Rochemore» under the sanction of her 
frivolous daughter ; and tbough she was satisfied« 
from the habituai candour of her iugenuous grand- 

child, that no understanding betweén the parties 
at présent éxisted, she was lost in amaz^nent 
when, shortly after the conversation I bave re- 
lated, Léon suddenly, and without explanation, 
withdrew himself from their society, and disap-*^ 
peared from Paris ; where the opportnnities af- 
forded by the brilliant and perpétuai festivities 
of the hôtel de Rocquigny had confirmed the in- 
timacy of the young friends. Had it Hùt been 
for the restless uneasiness betrayed by Estelle, 
she might hâve suspected that they were alreadj 
bound by a secret engagement. But it wss to 
herself that the suffering girl confided her sur- 
prisé and sorrow, wlien days; weeks, nay,. even 
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mouths paased away» and Léon returned not ; — 
it was from her indulgent sympathy, that flstelle 
sought consolation in this unexpected déser- 
tion. 

*^ You must not blame him, my child,^ she 
would reply to Mademoiselle de Rocquigny^s sor- 
rowfîilappeal to lier tendemess: 'Met us rather 
be diankful that Monsieur de Rochemore's feel- 
ings bave been roused, however late, to a sensé 
of justice towards bis betrotbed wife, and the 
Êtmily of Clairville.*' 

^< But I bave often assured you» dear Madam, 
tbat Léon never for a single instant assumed witb 
me the tone or language of a lover; be never 
breatbed a wisb nor an intention that could be 
construed into an offence by the Clairvilles, and 
surely you must admit that he chooses a strange 
mode of proving bis dévotion to Louise, by dis- 
appearii^ from among us without declaring any 
reason for bis absence» or giviug any due to bis 
présent abode." 

'* He bas just sensé enough to be aware that both 
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ought to be, and are sufficiently indiffèrent to 



us." 



" Not to us^ madam, not to m^." 

** Well, then, wfaat motive shall we assign for 
your protégé's abrupt departure? Caprice, EJs- 
telle ; mère ordinary, vulgar caprice ! He has 
sported with your feeliugs in an unbecoming 
manner ; and would now eitfaer escape the incon- 
venieuces likely to arise to himself from - your 
évident attachment, or would perfaaps gratify his 
vanity by exciting and exhibiting the impruden* 
cies it may urge you to commit.'^ 

*' You cannot surely think him so ungenerous!" 

** I think him something far worse, Estelle — I 
believe him to be unprincipled. He knew from 
the first that the engagements entered into by 
your Camily, as well as his own peculiar situation, 
rendered your marriage impossible. An honour^ 
able man would hâve sought safety in flight at the 
very first indication of an attachment arising under 
such circumstances." 

Estelle replied not ; and the Maréchale pursued 
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her advantage by pourtraying, in lively contrast, 
the characters of Léon and of the Comte de 
Clairville. Her knowledge of the romantic turn 
of Mademoiselle de Rocqnigny's mind, ;led her 
to enlarge upon the manly disinterestedness of 
Ernest — ^uponhisstrong family attachment — upon 
the high réputation that had been secured him by 
the proud and self-denying rectitude of his con- 
duct ; and, lastly^ for what woman would neglect 
30 powerful an appeal to the foible of her sex, 
lastly, she set forth, in glowing colours, his silent 
but undeviating dévotion to her lovely auditress. 

After many inefiectual renewals of their con- 
versation on this topic, Estelle began to listen 
with patience, and ut length with interest^ to the 
arguments enforced by Madame d'Olonue. She 
even learned to endure the pompous détails with 
which her father loved to describe the points of 
union between his hereditary estâtes, and those of 
Clairville ; and to retrace the illustrions pedigree 
common to " both their houses." Nay, she con- 
descended,atlast, to sanction the enthusiasm with 
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which tbe Baroness figured forth the splendour of 
her corbeille de mariage ^ and ezhausted her &ncy 
in the invention of the trousseau. 

But why should I minutely describe the gra- 
duai change of her feelings ? Do not our most 
esteemed poets ^* write odes on the inconstancy of 
woman ;" and do we not, in vu]gar prose, bear 
daily witness to the justice of their accusatioim ? 
WiU any one deny that ^* Vabsent a Umjourê 
tort ?'* or can one female heart présume to under- 
value the power of daily pleading, — of eamesl 
solicitation — the overpowering influence of a 
sincère and fervent affection ? 

If not, let my fair inconstant stand forgive»', 
and myself excused a détail of love and courtship, 
which ended natnrally , and as it ought, with the 
solemnization of a marriage between Marie 
Estelle de Rocquigny, and Ernest, Comte de. 
Clairville. 
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Chapter III. 



'* And now I am corne, with this lost love of raine, 
To tread bat one measare»— drînk one cup of wine/* 

Waltbr Scott. 



Stunnbd by the shock of the cruel disappoint- 
ment that had befallen him. Monsieur de Roche- 
more passed a painfiil hour in the solitude of Gode- 

froi de Rocquigny's apartment; indulging now 
in fruitless self-npbraiding» and now in the forma- 
tion o^ plans for his future bearing. 

His pride readily determined the colouring to 
be giyen to fais sudden departure and as sudden 
return ; and he resolved that the mortification 
of appearing as a forsaken lover, eircumvented in 
his plans and expectations, should at least be 
spared him. 

He had scarcely determined on the line of con- 
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duct to be adoptedy when a loud knockîng at the 
door disturbed the course of his reflections ; and 
in a moment, Godefroi, foUowed by servants bear- 
ing lights, rushed into the room, and was clasped 
in the arms of his friend. 

^* My dear Léon, this is the most unexpected, 
the most welcome accession to our Êimily party ! 
To what accident are yfe iudebted for your re- 
turn, after so long and mortifying a silence ?' 

'* To what accident ? Nay ! can you doubt 
my anxiety to be amongst you as soon as intelli- 
gence of the happy event of to-day reached me ? 
Although still in the south of Italy, I resolved, 
in spite of time or space, to be présent at the 
ceremony , — and hère I am ! — too late it is tme 
for the solemn rites of the church, but ready to 
assist at ail your ensuiug fêtes in the train of my 
liège lady, your charming mother." 

** Our fêtes — and with those haggard looks — 
that air of weariness i Mais tu es changé, mon 
ami 9 à faire peur ;^ ou ne reconnoit plus le beau 
Lindor ! I fear you are overcome by your 
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journey : surely it were better that you should 
retire to rest, than join our party to night ?" 

" And prove myself unworthy of the title of 
Chevalier François^ by indulging ' în the ordinary 
and degrading sensations of fiitigue^ while within 
my hearing 



" La beau té — ^la danse — la musique, 
De cent plaisirs font un plaisir unique.** 

No, no, — Godefroi," said Rochemore, risîng, and 
glancing from the brilliant uniform of his friend 
to his own travelling trunk, ^' spare me so un- 
knightly a reproach. Half an hour will suffice 
to repair at once my faded splendour and jaded 
spirits. One glass of chambertin^ and the aid of 
your trusty Félix, and I shall be in time to pré- 
sent myself at the feet of the bride/' 

** And , of Mademoiselle de Clairville ?" whis- 
pered Godefroi signifîcantly. " She is with us, 
Lëon, and in the highest beauty. I conclude 
this is the fair lady's first insight into the world 
since she left her convent ; for truly the wander- 
ing dove of the ark could not hâve appeared 



I 
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more ahrinkingly timid wh^i she contemplata} ihe 
troubled waters of the earth. The news of your 
arrivai, Rochemore, agitated her very painAilly." 

Léon shuddered ; but with a renewed request 
for the services of Félix, be dismissed his young 
friendy and in less than the time he had claimed 
for his toilet, he entered the brilliant and crowded 
saloon of Madame de Rocquigny. 

So high a solemnity as the marriage of a 
daughter of the house of Rocquigny, was cele- 
brated with the magnificence due to its impor^ 
tance. The most profuse elegaoce reigited at 
once in the décorations of the mansion, and the 
attire of the guests. But among the gorgeous 
costumes of the provincial nobles, and even amo^g 
thè numerous military friends of the younger 
Rocquigny présent on the occasion, there was 
not a single person whose graceful figure^ nor 
whose splendid appointnoents could vie with those 
of Léon de Rocheoiore, as he bowed witli as- 
sumed dévotion before his delighted hostess, and 
with an air of still deeper respect as he addressed 
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W veDerable mother. He replied to their com- 
pliments and inquiries with eaiy aelf-posseasion ; 
and if Us brow were pale, and his hand icy as 
the dead, ail was naturally interpreted into the 
effectsof a long and toilsomejoarney. 

*^ We hâve been tortured with uneasiness on 
yonr acoount« my dear Léon," said Madame de 
Rocquigny, lanqnidly adjuating the jewelled or- 
naments of her sleeve. ** It was absolutely bar- 
barous in you to excite onr alarm in so unneces- 
sary a manner. Sometimes we believed you to 
be a prisoner in the dungeons of the inquisition 
at Rome, — and sometimes/^ she continued, with 
smiling apathy, ^< sometimes we actually believed 
that you had fallen a victim to the ferocious 
banditti of the Campagna, Now tell me, dearest 
Rochemore, is it true that the Roman ladies use 
no perfumes — ^wear no colours? — Ah ïjicste ciel ! 
— quel horreur,'* 

" Monsieur de Rochemore will perceive," in- 
terrupted Madame d'Olonne, in a low significant 
voice, ** that his mysterious silence would hâve 
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excited more surprise and deeper anxiety, had 
not the caprice natural to his âge ànd disposition 
afforded us a ready consolation; and still more so, 
had not the welfare of our own Estelle peculiarly 
iuterested our feelings at the présent moment. 
Her happiness now assured/^ she continued, 
glancing with unconcealed exultation to that part 
of the room where the young Countess was seated, 
** we are at liberty, Chevalier, to inquire înto 
your own mischances» and to sympathize — " 

** Neither interest nor sympathy, let me beg 
of you. Madame la Maréchale," interrupted Léon, 
with a smile of défiance. '^ I am, at présent, too 
much overjoyed to seek for either ; and before 
I begin my récital of adventures, ficcording to 
the most approved custom of Chevaliers-errants^ 
permit me to intreat your permission to offer my 
homage to the Comtesse de Clairville." 

** Ah ! come— come, dear Léon," exclaimed 
Madame de Rocquigny, playfuUy leading him 
towards the bride. ** You will no longer recog- 
nize your little playfellow. Notre petite Comtesse 
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est devenue la raison même ; elle est sage et posée 
comme on ne l'est plus. — D'ailleurs elle est char- 
mante aujourcP hui^ et mise à ravir ! Monsieur 
Léon va deviner de suite que c'est moi qui doit 
avoir imaginée cette toilette là^ exclaîmed the 
voluble Baroness, drawing him on. She was 
misled, however, by a mother's vanîty in believ*- 
ing that Estelle appeared to advantage in her 
bridai attire ; for, harassed by fatigue, and dis- 
tressed by the public exhibition to which she was 
compelled by the ill-judged customs of the day, 
she sat in wearisome splendour at the head of 
the room. The glitter of the magnificent dia- 
monds with which- her brows were encîrcled and 
her dress enriched, exhibited still more pain- 
fuUy the death-like paleness which suddenly over- 
spread her countenance as Rochemore approached ; 
and although her lips moved in reply to his well- 
tumed and unembarrassed compliment d'usage^ 
no Sound escaped them. 

Their eyes had met ! — and one single look — 
one intense look of înquiry and sorrow had re- 
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vealed as much in record of the past, as seryed to 
invalidate the assurances of joy with which he 
strengthened the expression of his compliment. 
Yes, love — love and reproach united in the deep 
tone of that well-remembered voice, in the steady 
gaze of those pleading eyes : so true it is that 
where a mutual understanding has ever existed^ a 
single glance will suiSce to counteract the conceal- 
ments of years, — to betray the most perilous 
secret of the confîding heart wherein it hath been 
vainly cherished ! Estelle knew in one moment 
that she was still fondly — ^hopelessly beloved y — 
and although she would hâve angrily denied to 
the appeal of her own conscience that the affec- 
tion was mutual, she could not succeed in conceal- 
ing from Léon that the past was as faithfîilly re- 
membered by her as by himself. 

Their embarrassment was fortunately relieved 
by the intervention of Monsieur de Clairville's 
warm and ready welcome to his friend. If any 
suspicion of the truth had, during the absence of 
Léon, disturbed, for an instant, the serenity of 
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his mindy and diminished his regard for the fa- 
Yourite companion of his childhood, ail was now 
forgotten in the security of his confîrmed happi- 
ness. He looked, in short, and smiled, and spoke, 
as became a bridegroom ; and while Léon secretly 
cursed him with the imprécations of a bitter 
hatred» he continued to pour forth the most rap- 
turous assurances ofwelcome tohis uninvited guest. 

** We were speaking of your arrivai but yes- 
terday, as one of the impossible pleasures, and 
wishing for the wand of la fée Lumineuse to 
transplant you hither ; were we not, deareat Es- 
telle ?" said the Count, turning affectionately to 
his trembling wife. 

How dîd that little word we grate upon the 
ear of the indignant Léon ! How often, in his 
secret self-communing^ had he applied it in ex- 
pressive tenderness to himself and to the pale but 
lovely form before him ! and how ardently did he 
yearn even ,now to clasp her to his heart in the 
sight of ail men, and, in défiance of family com- 
pacts — of ties rendered holy both by civil and 

Q 2 
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religious cérémonies, to proclaim her his, — his by 
the unimpeachable bond of fîrst and mutual affec- 
tion, — his only — and for ever ! 

But the remembrance of their relative positions 
quickly altered his détermination ; and while his 
consciousness of the bitter truth seemed to wither 
the warm puises of his heart, he àttempted to in- 
âict some portion of the torments he endured 
upon the innocent sufferer who stood shrinking 
from the expression of his dark and penetrating 
glances. 

^< I hâve indeed reason to be grateful to the 
memory of Madame de Clairyille," he replied, 
bowing with profound révérence, but tincturing 
his humility with a smile of the most scomful 
irony. 

The expression, however, of his angry indigna- 
tion had a very différent effect upon its object 
from that he had anticipa ted. Â look of suffer- 
ing, — one word of half-repressed affliction» would 
hâve broken the heart of Estelle ; but Monsieur 
de Rochemore^s disdainful taunt roused the pride 
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of her soûl to unusual excitation. The blood 
which had gathered oppressively round her heart, 
flowed freely again ; and mounting to her cheek, 
spoke in éloquent reply to his sarcasm. She as- 
sumed courage and forbearance graciously to ac- 
cept the hand which Léon, at the pressing insti- 
gation of Clairville, now offered, to lead her to 
the dance ; and evén the Maréchale, whose atten- 
tion was fixed in breathless anxiety upon her 
movementSy felt re-assured by the graceful self- 
possession with which she acqqitted herself. 

Surprised» and even awed by this unexpected 
assumption of fîrmness in a cr-eature so frail, — so 
délicate, — Léon stood in silence by her side dur- 
ing the first pauses of the dance. Ât length, 
towards the conclusion, he. drew nearer to her, 
and without daring to look upon her face, he 
whispered in a voice almost inaudible from émo- 
tion, " Estelle ! it was not hère — it was not thus 
that I had looked forward to our meeting. Estelle 
— answer me by one word, — are you utterly in- 
sensible to my disappointment — to my misery ?'' 
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Madame de Clairvîlle replïed not ; and again, 
and in a voice of deeper agitation, Léon reite- 
raled his inquiry. She was silent for awhile, but 
replied at length, " You speak as though it had 
been only yours to suffer ; — as though you alone 
had a right to complain. But I am to blâme to 
venture even ihus far, with one bo calions, sa 
reckless of the feelings of othera as you hâve 
proved yourself; and I must remeinber, aa I 
earnestly pray of you todo, Monsieur de Roche- 
more, that I am now the wife — the willing wife 
of your earliest friend. Ab his friend, not as my 
own, shall I henceforth regard you— and for our 
remaining years, let silence and forge t^laess be 
between us !" 

She r^sed her eyea in uttering thèse last words, 
and percived that tears were silently falling from 
those of Léon. As she looked upon hia afSiction, 
her heart seemed smitten as with a sudden blow 
— the lover of her youth appeared to stand be- 
fore her — and the dance beiiig ended, she took 
hia arm, and acarcely conscious of what she did. 
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she drew towards her huiband. Léon imagined 
for a moment that as she leant heavily upon hiro, 
his arm was yolu&tarily preesed to her aide. And 
it might be Bo; for with sudden consciousness 
she started from him as from a viper ; and 
throwing herself on a seat by Clairville, she 
covered her face with her hands, and wept bit- 
terly. 

This unconcealed display of sensibility drew 
towards the young Countess the attention of her 
family, and, indeed, of the whole assembly ; but 
while it was plausibly attributed, by the présence 
of mind of Madame d'Olonne, to the heat of the 
ball-room and the laborious cérémonies of the day, 
and by her husband to some more flattering cause, 
Léon saw but too plainly that his présence had 
sufBced to embitter the chalice which, previous to 
his arrivai, had been rendered palatable by the 
self-delusions of her heart. Ând while some in- 
diffèrent observers, in gazing upon the tears of 
the bride, were prompted to inquire, " What 
business had they there at such a time ?" he ex- 



232 THE REION OF TERROR. 

ulted in the betrayal they avouched. But in 
order to guard the object of his idolatry from 
the suspicions of the crowd, he compelled him- 
self to remain in the saloon for full an hour after 
she had retired ; — to mingle with the indiflferent 
saunterers of the bail, — to listen to the importu- 
nate pleasantries of Godefroi, — ^aûd to endure ail 
with a calm and cheerful countenance. 

Ât length his trial was over ; and once fairly 
withdrawn from the observation of the joyous 
guests of the Baron, he rushed to the chamber 
of his friend, and buried his burning head, his 
beating heart in the bed that had been hastily 
prepared for him ; nor did he give any sign of 
existence till the morning light ended the festi- 
vities of the château, and brought his weary corn- 
panion from his toilsome task of pleasure. 

In after life, he frequently looked back upon 
that night as the most painful of his existence. 
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Chaftbr IV. 



The wedding gfuest 
He beat his breast. 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 

COLBRIDOB. 



The light slumbers that had fallen upon Léon 
de Rochemore's weary spirit after the arrivai of 
Godefroi, were interrupted but too early by the 
Sound of music. Â clear, shrill chorus of female 
voices roused him from his bed ; and partly oc- 
cupied his attention, as in a hurried manner he 
proceeded to throw on his clothes. The words 
of the song, if I may présume to divest them of 
the sprightly naiveté of their original patois, 
ran as foUows; and, unlike more modem cho- 
ruses, they were rather thrown out by the deep 
arpeggio accompaniment of rustic instruments, 
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than overpowered by a continuons rush of oppo- 
sing harmony from the orchestra. 



CHORUS OF VILLAGE MAIDENS. 

Farewell to theel — sweetest» 

And fairest, and best I 
May the homage thou meetest 

Bring peace to thy breast ! 
Contentment and rest 

Round thy path gently horer, 
And the love thoa hast blest 

Linger still with thy lover I 



Be happy ! when roaming 

In far-distant bowers, 
Where the sun shines, o'ercoming 

The brightness of ours ; 
But let thèse honoured towers — 

Let the home left behind thee, 
Bear a charm that o'erpowers- 

The uew ties that bînd thee î — 



Bright spring of our river ! 

Fair flower of bur earth ! 
Thou leavest for ever 

The scène of thy birth ; — 
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But tlie thought of thy vrorth 

To our minds oft retarning, 
Shall chasten our mirth 

WiÛk the shadows of mourniDg. 



As the refrain died away, Léon, leaving his corn- 
panion to the tardy cares of Félix, followed the 
Sound of the music tîll it led him along a cor- 
ridor towards the head of the staircase that com- 
manded the great hall. He perceived that the ban- 
ners and escutcheons with which it was decorated 
had been cleansed from their obscuring cobwebs, 
in honour of the festivities of the château ; and 
that the balustrade over which he leant, to 
observe the scène beneath, was garlanded with 
festoons of evergreens. 

In solemn order, round the hall below» were 
ranged the tenants of the lands of Rocquigny, in 
the richest suits which their strict provincial cos* 
tume might allow. They bore each a separate 
offering of flowers, arranged according to their 
individual fancy ; the young maidens of the vil- 
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lage being gathered in a groap to the left of the 
door leading to the state apartment; and the 
married peasants being stationed on the opposite 
side. The former of thèse bands proved to be the 
musicians whose vocal efforts had broken in apon 
the rest of Monsieur de Rochemore ; and as he 
still stood gazing intently upon the pictaresqae 
arrangement of the spacions vestibale, the fold- 
ing doors were saddenly throvm open, and the 
young Countess de Clairville, clad in flowing robes 
of virgin white, and her fair fsLce still more purely 
délicate, appeared leaning on the arm of the Vi- 
comte d'Estrées, the governor of the province. 
She was foUowed by the Count in a habit stiff 
with gold and embroidery, supporting the Mare- 
chale d'Olonne ; while a long train of iamily con- 
nections, including ail the distinguished noblesse 
of Bretagne foUowed them into the hall. 

As she advanced, the invisible orchestra again 
sent forth a faint symphony, and the young bride 
was greeted by the peasants with the following. 
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CHORUS. 

Welcome to onr matron band I — 
Welcome I thou to whom are given 

Love and honor in the land, — 
J07 on earth — and trust in Heaven I 

Peace be with thee I— angels g^ard thee, 

And for gentle deeds reward thee I 

Tasks nnknown await thee now» 
Household dutîes, — ^thrîfty cares,— 

And to shade thy thoughtful brow, 
The sober coif its folds prépares ; 

Yet fairest thus, while wedded duty 

Sheds holiest lustre o*er thy beauty ! 

And soon, a mothefs joys shall teach 
Thy heart, the riches of a wife ; — 

The totterîng step — the lisping speech — 
The first svreet flowers of infant life, 

Shall to new hopes — new raptures move thee. 

And yield new hearts to serve and love thee. 

And âge will corne, and death at last, 
Nor armed with fears — nor sad with gloom ; 

Affection o*er their path shall cast 
Flowers of a pure unearthly bloom ; 

And hope thy later years adorning 

Shall yield a sunset bright as morniug. 
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Then vrelcome to our matron band I 
Welcome I thou to whom are given 

Love and honor in the land;— 
J07 on earth — and trust in Heaven ! 

Peace be o*er thee — angels giiard thee. 

And for holy deeds reward thee ! 

Two pages, in the liveries of Rocquîgny and 
Clairville, now advanced to the side of theyoung 
Couutess ; holding a large basket^ tied wîth white 
rîbbons^ in which she listlessly deposited the gar- 
lands and bouquets of âowers severally offered by 
the tenants ; to whom she was equally endeared 
by her hereditary claims to their respect, and by 
the tender mercies she had exercised among them 
frorn her earliest years. She smiled, — ^but it was 
with a hoUow, heartless smile — ^in return for the 
humble courtesy with which each gift was ten- 
dered ; and she spoke not, as was her wont, to 
those who were more particularly the objects of 
her protection. Nota smile, however, not a 
breath, — not a glance, — escaped thé notice of 
Léon, whose eyes were riveted upon her form 
above. 
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At length a cross covered with violets was 
placed in her hands, with deep révérence, by a 
young girl, whom he readily recognized as her 
foster sister. It might be that the rarity of the 
flower at that late or early season attracted the 
notice of the Countess ; it might be that her tender 
and grateful attachaient towards the mother of 
Valentine, or even that the exquisite beauty of 
the young peasant insured the especial favour of 
Estelle towards her humble offering ; for eamest- 
ly regarding the cross she held» she stripped a 
bunch of flowers from the wooden frame, and 
hastily placed them within the richly tissued dra- 
peries of her bosom. 

Léon felt the blood rush to his temples as he 
noticed this apparently trifling incident. The 
period was stiU firesh in his memory, when the 
,same flowers had been made a daily pledge of 
affection between them. He remembered — for 
wHat fantastic prédilection finds not its grâce in 
the recollection of a lover — ^the enthusiastic pré- 
férence accorded by Estelle to the deep intense 



iae, 'tlfè Hëli' îtegtetSè' of 4ef fe¥oÉ#l«r«b^er. 
Hé^t^en^l^réd thé "paiàt It liy'V^dsrffiM't^lntt- 
prise her with a constant succession^ tiâd^^ ft^ 
persuadéd tliat tfae isàmé' k'ëÈSinisëdfiicèi^%ïeéted 
her as painfùlly as himself. Hé «îgbèd "^^ the 
despairing véhémence of one seicuf é ir6lA? dbser- 
vatidn, and smote l^is hand upon a heai-l th^él^t 
too strongly for îts peace ! v: >ij . 

He was instantly startled by a violent Bèii^dt^f 
laughter near him ; and on turning rdundV ïe 
perceived the Chevalier de Rocquigny attenfî^S^ 
regarding him, " My dear Léon,'* he ezchnnieâ, 
'**'hÔw long hâve you affected the tra'gîc vèm?*' 
Then throwîng himself into a theatrieal attitude, 
he continued, - <^ *' 

Grâce aux Dieux, mon mattieur paséé mon ék|^rtln«i^;l> 
Ouî-je te loue, oh Ciel I de ta penévèranfie ; ^ ;* ^y^^H 
Appliqué sans relâche au soin de me punir. 
Au cbmhle des douleurs tu m'as fait parVeiâr. ' ^^ '^ '^ 

Léon could not refuse the trîbutè of à ifûfflte4o 

thé eiquieite mlmicry oî^Lekain^ 'H^ilih^'which. 

Rocquigny èmbéllished his energetic déclamation ; 

and it only changed in character when he heard 
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the deprmion of hii spirits attributed to the 
postpdnenlent of hk marriage wîth Mademoiselle 
de Claîrville. 

^'Truit me»*^ be replied, rallying himself to 
meet the charge» *' trust me, Rocquigny» I hâve 
lived too long in this sinful world of ours» to 
waste sigh or sorrow on mortal woman ; and 
sorely so sprightly a chevalier as yourself might 
hâve guessed that '^tis no enlivening sound for one 
about to gird on the fetters of wedlock, when he 
h^rs them danking ominously on the limbs of 
another." 

Oodefroi interrupted him by a lively compli- 
ment to the charms of his affianced wife;'and 
was about to conduct him down the great stair- 
case, when another strain rose in rich harmony 
from the group below, and swelling upwards, 
fiUed the groined roof with its powerful écho. 
Before the close of its final stanza, the two young 
men had descended into the hall, and were joined 
to the brilliant assemblage which seemed to di- 
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vide their attention with the village beauties by 
whom they were surrounded ; while Léon an- 
xiously sought an opportunity to attract thç nor 
tice of the fairest among them» — the graceful 
Yalentine. 
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Chapter V. 



Thif lookg not like a bridai. 

Much ado about nothing. 



SiNCE the days ôf Selby House and Shirley 
Manor, novelists hâve shrunk with dismay from 
the task of describing the minutise of those wed- 
dingSy which three elaborate volumes hâve hardly 
sufficed to bring about. Even the public journals 
of the day can scarcely be bribed to record more 
than the officiation ôf the very Révérend the 
Dean, or the rîght Révérend the Bisliop ; with a 
brief notice of some enchanting villa on the 
bankfl of the Thames, to which the bride and 
bridegroom are mysteriously whirled by Newman's 
iron-greys. In truth, the présent mode of cele- 
brating the holy rites of marriage, affords small 

R 2 
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scope to tfae descriptive powers of even the most 
diffuse amplifier. It is oiily in France, açd even 
there chiefly in the provineeei, th»t they are so- 
lemnized by a fortnight's formai reunion of the 
respective families. Previous to the Révolution, 
this public exhibition of bridai blushes was an 
essential branch of étiquette, even among the 
ancienne noblesse; and Harriet Byron herself 
did not encounter a more painful display than 
was destined to the lovely and timid heroine of 
my taie. 

"And where did you procure your violets, my 
pretty Valentine ?" inquired Liéon, requiring a 
kiss of welcome, as he drew the foster-sister of 
the young Countess into a recessed window of 
the hall. 

" In the wood that hangs towards the river. 
Monsieur le Chevalier," replied the peasant with 
a low curtsey ; ^^ where I hâve gathered them a 

thousand times for you and Mademoi Madame 

la Comtesse, I should say," she added, interrupt- 
ing herself. '* Âh ! Monsieur Léon, I f^r the 
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pLj â^rbéiUé de noue whioh the Comit broaght 
lier hùtn Paris, will not yield oar young lady 
half the pléasure she iised to feel when, every 
morning, I carried her the osier basket by your 
Otden^-^ Voyez un peu. Monsieur ^ comme elle est 
triste et pûlej qui étoit jadis gaie comme un 
Pietrotj etfraiche comme une fleur '^ 

**Allons9 ma petite VcUentinel discrétion je 
fen prie, The rank of your lady requires re- 
spect^ and you must learn to be silent." 

*' Well then, Monsieur, to return to the vio- 
lets, perhaps there is some other lady in the châ- 
teau 9 who is as fond of them as Mademoiselle 
-Estelle. To-morrow the St. Hubert is to be 
celebirated with the utmost splendour at Roc- 
quigny, and the rendezvous de Chasse will bring 
yottHear oar cottage ; so that if you will visit my 
^poor mother and taste our laitage^ your com- 
^pkisance shall be rewarded with a bunch of the 
ireshest flowers from the wood." 
• Léon accepted the offer, when Godfrey ap- 
proached, and playfully interfering, begged him 
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to remember thaï he Jbad long coniidered little 
Yalentine as liis especial vassal, and that hSs 
Droits de Seigneur mjoat not.be.faiTaded. '< Be«> 
sides, my good friead» %here ia JiAademoâaeUe 
de Ckirville waiting for her cheoalier to Gondaot 
her to the moming^s collation." 

** If you will supply my place, Rocquigny," 
apswered Léon quickly» ^' I will not, in that in- 
stance at least, dispute your rights« Mademoiselle 
de Clairville and myself bave a long perspectiyè 
of mutual politeness before us ; and i would not 
anticipate the truth of the adage, ^ Le mari et sa 
femme ne font qrCun ; et jenCermuie lorsque je 
suis seul.' *\ 

Cold levity! heartless irony! how painfully 
did Rochemore labour to assume their tone of in- 
différence! — How forced were the sallies wîth 
which he felt himself compelledto dir^rtthelady 
who was consigned to his powers of amusement 
and gallantry, by the watchfiil vigilance of Ma« 
dame d'Olonne ! 

After the morning repast, the company broke 
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mU> detached groupe ; and Madame d'Ëstrées, 
taking the arm of Léon, kd him away from the 
crowded salocii' to enjoy the oool air of the parle, 
where the peasants were united to enjoy the 
sports of their holîday* Thèse consisted in the 
nsual round of rustic games ; — shooting with the 
cross-bow £oT trifling prizes ; skittles, and 
bowls: while under the shade of an avenue of 
lime-trees, a band of music gave spirit to the old, 
and united the groups of dancers under the active 
superintendence of the Bailli of the village. 

^' How very préférable to the formai circle of 
the dear Baroness;*' murmured Madame d'Estrées^ 
as she leaned upon Rochemore's arm in rapt con- 
templation of the scène. ^^ How innocent the 
vivacity of thèse rustics — ^yet how enlivening, after 
the rudotage of the excellent Baron !" 

Léon replied not — ^his thoughts were elsewhere ; 
but the little Visceuntess, delighted with the side- 
blows she had aimed at the friends of her bosom^ 
proceeded to direct her attacks to the rest of the 
&mily. Drawing her cachemere around her in 



fis^t^^eB|^i^^^}^^,!^^ de 

altera^teïy dippmg ÎQt^ Iiier E9iuff*b^ ihey 

receâyed lier oracle$.v-*^ Now» pray otwerreyoïwfcec 
vénérable dame ; in spite of her scektletjupon and 
kersey boddice, she exhibitB far more^n^Uiral 
grâce than the Maréchale, whose liigh-breeding 
has been pronéy till one is sick of the very souiid. 
Après touty chevalier y puisque vous rCétes pas de 
lafamiUey cm peut avouer que cette noce est une 
affaire assez maussade pour nous autres ^ 

*' I cannot lightly. value that which procures 
me the advantage of supporting the VicomteaBe 
d'Estrées." -• . 

" Voilà qui n'est pas mal tourné pour votre 
âge. But seriously speaking; I hâve been qiiite 
coDcerned for our little friend the Gountès»» bold 
andj^m^^^as she is^ ever since we assîsted at 
the signature of the marriage contract." ■. -^ 

Léon looked inquiringly into the face of his 
fair dame and gossip, and found that she wsJXUà 
little encouragement to proceed. 
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yëisbiooÊtt]»'^cfvillCê^ tebdei^Iii^ pifesenbè de- 
ÛTaUeuUero^^iiodkerwke i malie'it a point. Mon- 
sieur del Rodiéftor^ to kèëp myself above the 
CGèumérageiÂ tfae oountry. hcB cancans de pro^ 
utùwe-ne.^orUguéres dé mon g&uU I hâve heard, 
bowé^er, > that in the présent instance there bas 
beem 'Mime little difficulty in bringing the young 
làdy to a dne sensé of subordination. Our dear 
Bar^oness,: and her swperior mother» were above 
the common-place mode of éducation. Estelle's 
mind was of too refined a cast to be developed in 
a couvert ï WeD,^ — ^truly they hâve had their re- 
wasd^: in the philosophie indifférence with which 
their élève turned over her écrin to their hands» 
witbout 80 much as lifting the lid ; — and took no 
enrtbly note of a Corbeille where Bertin had ex^ 
lÉuifited her art. Moi^ qui suis Parisienne^ je 
ni'j^H, ai jamais vu d'ime magnificence mieu^ 
dirigée ! 
>;ff But the Baroness^ no doubt, sfaowed hersAlf 
ittUQ^jdiscerning ?'' - *'■' 
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^^ Jele crois bien. She ezanaiaed ibt kcesand 
eiohroidery with the knowing zeal of u-iniUiDer's 
apprentiee, and the valgar wonder of n financière ; 
and wliile the bride shuddered aDd;tremUed> and 
grew paler and paler as the légal doeumentt^weré 
read and formalized, our dear Baronet oontinued 
to cry smd laugh like a cluld ; and flew from the 
Count to Estelle» — ^from Estelle to the trou69eaUj 
with the sanœ frivolous enthusiasm." 

^^ Ce n'est'pas de tout le monde qi£ on doit at^ 
tendre la raison de Madame d'Estrées.'' 

'^ Quant à cela, raisownablé comme une atUre; 
and may I never achieve the rationality of our 
bride, who has not once smiled since she assumed 
her new honours ; — no 1 not evea when she danœd 
with her old friend and playmate^ the Chevalier 
L^n»" continued the loquacious ViacoantesB» 
fizing her : malicious little black eyes inquiriogly 
upon Rochemore's countenanee. 

" Probably not," answered he, returning h«r 
gaze with easy freedom, and ezcosing her sar- 
castic ill-nature in favour of the flatternig in* 
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telligense die kad nnoonscioualy imparted ; — 
^^ joung bîrck. Madame la Vicomtesse» are apt 
to mope in their early days of enoagement.^' 

Léon was interrupted by the Chevalier de 
Roequigny» who had just joined the dancers» and 
had only left his coquettish little partner» Valen- 
tbe» ;lo whisper» ^ When you can get rid of that 
demi-siécle, Rochemore, go to ClairviUe. He is 
in the billiard^room with the Ccnnmandant» aud 
has been seekii^ you." 

** For what purpose ?*^ 

*' Business, ^mt7y business, I imagine," replied 
Godefroi significantly, and flying back to the 
dance. 

As foon as Léon eould fasten his charge on 
some idler of the party, he foUowed the direc- 
tions of the Chevalier ; not without anxiety re- 
speeting the int^aded communication of the 
Comte de ClairviUe. Was he about to speak to 
him of Estelle ? to require a cessation of their in- 
timacy ? or hadshe betrayed his conversation of 
the preoeding evening P Before he could satisfy 
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the miadoubtingB of his heart, he waa affection- 
ately accosted by ClaîrvUle himself, who, on ob- 
serving him approach the Château, came forward 
to meet hîm; and they contmued theîr walk to- 
warda a Bioall bowling-green, sheltered by one of 
the numerous gardeu tcrraces ; whïch by some 
accidf^nt had been screened from the iotruBion of 
the giiests. 

" I hâve brought you hîther, my dear Roche- 
more, that we may converse without observation. 
On a Bubject of so much delicacy, Chevalier, it is 
painful to know one 'a self under the observation 
of a crowd." 

" Now," thought Liéon, " nou> is the blow 
coming, as eoon as his accursed prolixity will 
permît." 

" You hâve been long aware of my ansiety to 
Bee you admitted into our family. Chevalier, by 
your marriage with my siater ; which, accordîng 
to the testamentary dispositions of your late ià- 
ther, bas beeu ahready legatly contracted." 

Léon, who knew that he held under lock and 
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^ey,a diapensation from hia Holînestv to diBsolvê 
the ti<6& in question, rejoîœd that his iituatioo by 
the ûde iof tlie Count, sheltered his oonfoiion 
i^^ia observation during this preambk. 

^ You are also aware that my sister's âge \nll 
xinly exact another year's probation, and that 
nezt summer will render my beloved friend as 
happy as myself." 

^^Curseonhis exaltation^" thought Léon, as 
he received the pressure which Clainrille, in 
the overflow of his heart, tenderly bestowed on 
his arm. << Did he bring me hère only to re- 
mind me that I hâve the misfortune, to be en- 
gaged to his sister?" and instigated by angry 
indignation» he longed to complète the insuit he 
was so well prepared to offer, by an immédiate 
rejeotion of the hand of Mademoiselle de Clâir- 
yill^. But the consciousness that such a circum- 
staincemust lead to an immédiate rupture, and 
wbuld.conseqùently divide him from the society 
dearest to his heart^ made him silent. 
h.Sî ¥&ï isamiot;but hare observed^ Léon, the 
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delicacy of my sister^cr character; tfae sbrinking 
modesty of Louise." 

Rochemore could hère conscientiously ofier a 
glowing tribale to the virtues and olianns of 
Mademoiselle de Clairville. The Count was de* 
lighted. ** Yoa will, therefore/^ he continued» 
*^ readily pardon the discrimination which haa 
induced her to détermine on returhing to GlaiN 
ville, after to-morrow.* Under the peculiar ex- 
isting circumstancesy siie could not with propriety 
remain under the same roof as yourself." 

** It is to be regretted," observed Léon, ** that 
you did not secure the Baroness and her friends 
from the loss of Mademoiselle de Clairville's so- 
ciety, by expressing her wishes on this subject ; I 
should not hâve remained so long, where my pre^ 
sence seems unwelcome." 

^^ Y<Hi misconceive me àltogether, my deienr 
friènd ; Liouise is^ in &Gt, too young to be pre- 
sented to the society assembled hère. Her £r8t 
step iuto the gay world should be made under 
the sanction of h^ husband. I merely wished to 
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QxplMn» with tbe déférence due to your righU» 
the reason of her absence." 

^.^ Would that your own was as easily secured," 
thougkt Léon, secretly loathiug the ceremonions 
formality o£ hb frîend. 

.'^ I trust you found Louise improved in per* 
son^" prosed on the Comte de Clairville, with 
selfHX>ntented urbanity ; ^* although she has, per- 
h^psy attained more energy of character, — more 
décision of mind, than may bë altogether desi- 
'rable in a wife." 

** Energy — décision — Louise ?" inquired . the 
astonished Léon. *^ The energy of the fawn — 
the vigour of the dove — I should imagine." 

** You are greatly mistaken. My sister under 
that docility of manner, that constitutional in- 
ertness» conceals a character of high résolve» of 
stem principle. She is capable, should the 
chance^ of her future life require it, of forming 
and maintaining the most severe résolutions.^' 

^^ Heaven speed thy blindness I" thought the 
Chevalier ; ^< she is even as cold a mixture of 
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eftrth*8 moold, — aa fmàre an inatmmeiit in tlie 
hands of the mechanists of aociety aa thyself/* 
Bat he replied not ; for he perceiyed Madama 
d'Olonne entering the Boulingrin from the for- 
ther end ; and the slight fignre on whose airm ahe 
restedy could be none other than that of the 
Comtesse de Clairville herself. 

Rochemore's heart fluttered even to faintneaa ; 
but there was no eluding the meeting» for the 
Count hastened his steps towards them, and for- 
getting his ordinary severity of étiquette in the 
tenderness of a bridegroom, he gave his arm to 
Estelle, leaving the Maréchale to the support of 
the Chevalier. 

** We hoped," replied Madame d^Olonne» in 
reply to his inquiriug looks, <^ that Estelle would 
sooner part with her head-ach in the fresh air, 
than in that of my chambèr. She is better — much 
better." 

Léon glanced towards the Countess, and per- 
ceiyed that her eyes were swoUen with weeping ; 
nor could he but observe, that when the Count 
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444]ws^ her ÎB' tones aiMi tenus of tha-mott^- 

tetefi^ eadeanoent, the tea» ware. again ready 
tQ.bufit forth*. : 

1- V Ha will embrace her before my feoe/' said 
iuéoir^m the bitterness of his seul» as he turned 

Mwéy to gasp for breath. 

** Quel moment délicieux! quel jour de bonheur! 
How'bappy we ail are — ^by what sacred bonds 
onited!" sighed Clairville» as in walkiug slowly 

-along the green avenue, he pressed the arm of 
his young wife, and looked for sympathy to fais 
friend. *^ While thus forming one family of 
peace and love, we can inock the heartless enjoy- 
ments of the world, and sigh for no joys but such 
as lie wîthin the contracted sphère of our exist- 
ence." 

It is probable that Madame d^Olonne wished 
to repress the expansive raptures of her young 
kinsman, to whom the *^ science of the à propos" 
was one unknown; for, instead of encôuraging 
his ecstacies, she gaily answered^ ^^Truly» my 
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good Ernest, of the three great epochs of lîfe, — 
the natal — the bridai — and the burial day, — you 
are enjoying the brightest. Of thèse» two are de- 
voted, by necessity, to * refrainment even from 
good words ;' do not mar the happiness of the 
third by a clamorous triumph. Happiness is so 
délicate, so frail a flower, that if you but grasp 
its stem too closely, it loses half its fragrance, — 
ail its bloom. Old as I am, I cannot contemplate 
the happy children who are sliding in the sun- 
shine of the world, without recurring to the 
refrain of the still older song, 

' Glissez mortels — n* appuyez pas !* ** 
Léon thanked her in hissoul for drawing towards 
herself the attention of the Count ; and the dinner 
gong fortunately sounding, summoned the little 
party to the house. During the* whole of that 
evening, in spite of the music, dancing, and petits 
jeiix^ which dispersed the rest of the society, the 
young Countess remained seated by the side of 
Madame d Olonne, in the midst of her family ; 
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and the influence of her dignified sorrow, of her 
womanly réserve, was sufficiently strong upon the 
mind of Léon to restrain bim from even approach- 
ing her. But with the feelings that mutually 
existed, this could not last. A criais was at 
hand. 
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Chaptbb VI. 



Bj iny faîth, 
I joj to tread the good green woods again* 
I never wander through their lone retreats 
And tangled paths, but the warm tide of life 
Rusheth more freelj through my veins ! 

Francis I. 



Who that hath dwelt among the green vîneyards 
and spreading forests of France, can forget the 
joyous clamour that ushers in the daydawn of the 
St. Hubert ? 

The sharp but exciting air which invigorates 
the last days of autumn, the slight frost sprinkled 
over the crisp grass, but quickly yielding as the 
clear sun rises on the chill grey sky, — the yelping 
of the eager dogs, who read in the activity of 
their keepers, and the untimely stir around them, 
their ^' note of préparation ;" the neighbouring 
peasantry rushing from boy to man to surround 
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in busy idleness the wciods and forests in which 
the sylvan saint is about to be worshipped ; nay, 
even the promising din that issues from the steam- 
ing kitchen^ (like that whose subterranean music 
arrested the steps of Prince Rîoquet,) where tite 
de hure, chevreuil^ perdrix aux choux^ and levreau 
atùx olives, attest the preceding suocess of the 
chase ; — ail thèse are sights^ and sounds familiar to 
the provincial inhabitant of France. 

As the Chevalier de Rochemore girded on the 
couteau which formed the finishing accoutrement 
of his hunting suit, and fastened to his sleeve a 
golden whistle of antique workmanship, he 
looked down on the court beneath his window, to 
admire the varions steeds that stood restless and 
ardent, waiting the arrivai of thek several mas- 
ters, and by the impatient tossing of their . proud 
heads, marking their eagerness, and exciting the 
sympathy of the weary grooms by whom they 
were attended.- A horn which had been blown at 
intervais to remind the tardy hunters that early 
hours are the portion of the sportsman, had served 
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to rouse the activity of horse and hound in due 
proportion. Already ail were eager for the field ; 
and presently tke grey-headed huntsman, stately 
and important» was seen issning from the gâte- 
way, surrounded by a score or two of Btrongt- 
built and deep-mouthed boar-hounds, suchas now 
exist only on the animated canvas of Sneyders. 
Their natural prey is becoming, alasl equally 
rare in the forests of France ; save that peculiar 
breedy the sanglier solitaire ^ for which the woods 
of Rocquigny were formerly celebrated ; and 
which may be found accidentally in the forests of 
Cressy and Orléans, or those of Lorraine or 
Alsace. 

Two prickers cooQpleted the permanent hunt- 
ing establishment of the Baron ; but they were 
closely foUowed by a group of ill-appointed as- 
sistants , in whom Léon could not iail to recognise 
the rabble of the village, invested for the occa- 
sion by the empty pomp of the Baron de Roc- 
quigny, with his gorgeous livery^ and mounted 
on the refuse of his stables ; while the niaiserie of 
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their demeanour, and their unpractised ignorance 
of the form8 of the field» put ail the rest to rout 
and confusion. 

The ladies now came forth; the young and 
hardy to mount the sleek and graceful animais 
prepared for them ; the less venturous, to lean 
in afiected wonderment on the heavy balustrade 
of the court-yard ; where groups of peacocks — 
the starry and the white intermingled — were 
seen in gaudy ïivalryy glaucing their bright necks 
in the sunshine ; or dipping int.o the marble foun- 
taiuy whose waters trickled unheard amid the 
gênerai commotion , they raised their startled 
crests as some vétéran hound» the worn-out com- 
panion of their daily sports, was roused for a 
moment to résume the energy of his race, and 
lifting his slow length from the hot pavement, to 
bay long and loudly in reply to his distant com« 
l'ades. 

At length the train hath gone forth; the pomp- 
ons Baron marshalling the way on his heavy Nor- 
man steed ; caracoling and passaging at every 
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turn ; and lookiiig alternately like Marshal Tal- 
lard in the Blenheim tapestry, and the Lord Pem- 
broke» in the frontispiece of his own work. Lèon> 
who felt himself debarred from taking his former 
station at the bridle-rein of Estelle, fbllowed the 
gay party but till the entrance of the forest af- 
fôrded a pretext for . séparation f then hastily 
turned towards the loneliest of those thickets, 
which previous habit had rendered familiar to 
him. As he rode away, the shout of unrepressed 
hilarity, the sound of 

Ladies* laughter coming through the air, 
woke on his lips a smile of bitter dérision. 
•' Laugh on, my merry mates ail," quoth he, 
as he galloped along ; ^* laugh on and prosper ! 
Rochemore will find his time to quell your mirth. 
Yea," continued he, as he shook his raised hand 
towards them, *^ the ourse of withered affection, 
of blasted hopes, shall reach ye still." 

I will not présume to analyze the nature of 
those thick-coming fancies, by which the mind 
of Léon de Rochemore was visited during his 
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solitary ride. The tenour of his hitherto blameless 

m 

existence must lead us to trust that they were 
not of a texture alt<^etlier evil ; yet perhaps 
the fearful exceases of after life, the horrors into 
which time and national dégradation betrayed his 
maturer years» might be remotely traced tothe 
lonely instigations of the forest of Rocquigny. 

I cannot bring myself to believe, that the mind 
of even the most brutal malefactor is marked by 
early conniption. Although we are taught to 
know ourselves ^^ the children of wrath and born 
in sin," for sin surely none was ever marked by 
nature. The innocence of childhood, the reckless 
buoyancy of youthful spirits must oppose the 
possibility ofdeliberate wickedness, of '' malice 
aforethought," even in those whose crimes may 
thereafter insure to them a violent and ignomini- 

ous end. 

None are aU evil ; 

and from examples of common occurrence in 
private life, it would seem that the mind of man» 
the human soulj — is susceptible of décadence and 
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corruption at uncertain stages of its being, eveu 
as the human body is subjected to infirmities and 
dîsease. Many of the most gifted individuals 
are said to hâve given no sign of their intellectual 
endowments during their youth ; and . many of 
the most heinous criminals are said to hâve been 
remarkable for the purity of their early existence. 
Is it not, therefore, désirable to believe that 
the mind may be visited at différent seasons by 
temptations and suggestions which the strength 
of its moral and religious principles is insufficient 
to subdue, rather than that the germ of sin may 
be concealed in unsuspected secresy for years ? 

An eminent Englishman is said to hâve ob- 
served» as he stood contemplating the sports of 
the Eton playground, ** How grievous to think 
that thèse fine lads will become stupid members 
of parliament !" I hâve often thought that even 
those atrocious leaders of the French Révolution, 
whose names hâve become accursed among the 
nations, and are now ^'festering in the infamy 
of years,'** would themselves hâve shrunk with 
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horror, could the record of their future crimes 
hâve been unfolded to their eyes^ in their days 
of boyish sportfubiess. Even they — even Robe- 
spierre — Marat — Lebon — Carrier — Barère — even 
those quaffers of human blood» who are vulgarly 
judged as having been born for réprobation, 
must hâve passed through their season of infon- 
tine purity, of youthful innocence I Mothers must 
hâve wept over their cradles — ^and the smiles of 
female beauty touched their young hearts with 
enthusiasm. Yet the leprosy of the evil timen 
on which they had fallen soon infected their 
hearts, and the healing hand of faith repelled not 
its progress. 

Do we not, therefore, grossly err in avoiding 
the Society of the young ? in undervaluing the 
importance of those who are but stepping over 
the threshold of the world ? We exclaim ** he 
is so young — his principles are unsettled — he 
knows not of what he is talking ;" or, ** she is a 
mère child, it is useless to argue with her." Yet 
the boy we despise may shortly become the 
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founder of unknown Systems, — ^the leader of à 

faction, — the ruling spirit of a rising colony, — 

the instigator of the errors of a mighty nation ! — 

The girl may rule by her ascendancy the most 

poweif ul of our lawgivers, may bring shame, by 

her weakness, on the most ancient of our houses ! 

— Despise not, then, the young ; — ^'tis by them 

that the world which thy children must inhabit 

shall be swayed ! 

" Something toç much, '''—^ar too much of 

this ! Yet I hâve been led into the discussion 

solely as a ground of apology for any inconsist- 

ency that may be detected in the character of 

Léon de Rochemore. I hâve been willing to 

avoid the common error of deepening the tints 

of my portrait till its features become undistin- 

guishable. I hâve described the early days of 

my hero as unsuUied by evil ; and although, in 

his closing years, his crimes became the by-word 

of Society, yet I verily believe that in the har- 

dened desperado I must exhibit, 

The mother that him barc, 
She had not known her chîld ! 
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It was nearly noon on the Fête St. Hubert^ 
when the gaudy holiday suit of Valentine was 
seen glanciiig among the bushes, as she présentée! 
her fragrant o£Fering of flowers to the young 
Chevalier. He had lingered by the river side 
to wait her coming ; and as they took together 
the tangled path towards her mother's cottage, 
they were alarmed by shouts from varions parts 
of the wood. As they reached the road, a 
pricker of Monsieur de Rocquigny's Châsse passed 
them at full gallop, exclaiming, '^ Help, for the 
lady» she is killed !" — and was immediately fol- 
lowed by Clairville himself, riding distractedly 
towards the castle. 

Lféon rushed forwards in breathless agitation ; 
and a few hundred yards from the spot, he per- 
ceived the inanimate form of a female lying on 
the grass. — Another, with her back turned to- 
wards his approaching footsteps, was kneeling 
by her side; and several grooms were holding 
horses in the back ground. Persuaded that the 
lifeless body was that of Madame de Clairville» 
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Léon dashed himself to the earth beôde it ; call- 
ing on her in tenus of expressive 'tendemeas to 
liye and bless him. 

Raising her in his arms, he addressed her as his 
beloved Estelle ; when to his consternation the 
pallid conntenance of Mademoiselle de Clainrille 
met his view, and her eyes slowly uncloeed to 
gaze upon him. Startled ont of ail self-posses- 
sion, he instantly let her fall to the earth ; and, 
turning rapidly to the kneeling form beside him, 
he snatched the hand of the living Elstelle to his 
lips, and kissed it again and again, as he laughed 
with hystérie agony. Then roused to a sensé of 
the madness of his conduct, he once more turned 
to the suffering Louise, and, having aided the 
anxious efforts of the Countess for her recovery, 
he assisted to bear her to the cottage of Valentine. 

Mademoiselle de Clairville having been merely 
stanned by a fall from her horse, soon recovered 
sufficiently to re-assure her friends ; and begged 
that she might be left to the restoration of perfect 
repose, till the arrivai of the carriage which her 
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brother was seeking at the Château to remove 
her. ** Leavé me, Estelle/' she whispered ; ** I 
hâve much» much need to compose my thoughts f' 
and Madame de Clairville was unwillingly com-i 
pelled to quit the hnmble chamber. Valentine 
and her mother were too busily employed in pre- 
paring restoratives in the interior of the cottage 
to render their observation dangerous ; and Léon 
taking from his bosom the flowers he had pre- 
pared, placed them in the resisting hand of the 
Comtesse de Clairville, as she retreated towards 
' the garden door. 

" Forgive me," he whispered, ** forgive the 
excesses of a heart bewildered by a shock so ter- 
rible as that I but now experienced. Forgive 
me, Estelle, for I was visited beyond my powers 
• of endurance. I thought — I believed — that I 
had rather seen thee in thy grave than in thy 
bridai garments ; yet when I beheld thee taken 
from us by a violent death, I had no power to 
suppressthe agony of my soûl/' 



272 THE REIGN OF TERROR. 

" I would I were dead indeed," said the Coun- 
tess in a voice broken by tears» ^^ so that I might 
be spared tlie dégradation of hearing thèse pro- 
fessions — ^the misery of daily beholding thine un- 
changed affection. Nay — so help me, God !" she 
exclaimed» throwing her arms upward in reckless 
anguish, ^^ I will rather die than bear about me 
a heart dishonoured by hourly duplicity, and torn 
by thine unforbearing persécution. Go fromme, 
Léon ! it is not for thee to breathe by my side; — 
it is not for me to listen to thy words ! — I bear the 
name of an houourable husband, the soûl of an 
honourable race ; and neither shall be sullied by 
my shame. Go from me, Léon ! I was not born 
to be a castaway — and no past affection can license 
the cruel power which thou seekest to assume 
over me !" 

*^ Not so, dearest," replied Rochemore in a 
tone of the humblest dépression ; *^ I seek for 
nothing at thy hands save compassion. Take 
thèse flowers, Estelle. Keep them, not as of old. 
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in pledge of a first and unsalfied affisctioo ; 
now as a token of fearleas constancy ; bat as a re- 
membrance of the sorrow thon hast ioflicted, and 
of the pore, the endoring dévotion with which my 
sonl waits on thy will. In what do I infringe on 
the rights of Clairville, — ^in what do I endanger 
thy happinesB» Estelle ? Nay, my beloved, tum 
not firom me — ^nor bend thy brow in anger — I 
mean no evil, and therefore I hâve none to fear." 

Longer he œight hâve spoken, and longer might 
the nnhappy Coontess hâve listened to the dan- 
gerous soothing of his delusive words, when the 
sonnd of coming wheels announced the approach 
of Monsieur de Clairville ; and the removal of 
Louise, immediately occupied the gênerai at- 
tention. 

Rochemore, as he slowly foUowed the cavalcade 
which bore the young sufferer tothe Château, 
conld not but accuse himself of savage coldness 
towards her; and in remembering the smile of 
grateful delight with which she had recognized 
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him bending over her în the first moment of re- 
turning consciousness, he thought with regret on 
his estranged feelings. He even trusted, that at 
some future time his heart might be schooled to 
fulfil his early engagements. But fate had decreed 
otherwise^ 
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Chaptbr vil 



It is a duty which I owe 

To thine — to thee — to man — to God I 
To crush, to quench, this guilty glow. 

Ere yet the path of crime be trod. 

BraoN. 



Neithbr Madame d'Olonne nor the Comtesse 
de Clairville appeared at the dinner table, and 
their absence was naturally attributed to theîr 
attendance on the suffering Louise. In the bril- 
liant accession of guests insured by the célébra- 
tion of the St. Hubert, they were scarcely missed 
at the noisy board of the Baron ; — for ail were 
absorbed in their own individual interests and 
vanities. The heroes of the chase were busily 
employed in recounting their miraculous exploits 
of the morning, and in commemorating the un- 
sportsmanlike bearing of the absent ; while the 
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ladies were seeking to exhibit, with apparent un- 
concern, the characteristic costumes they had 
Stf|s^umed in honour of the high festival of the 
day. Some with crescents on their fair brows, — 
some with bugles slung across their shoulders ; — 
others with the spotted deer-skin wrapt around 
their délicate figures^ — and each and ail disfigur* 
ing, by some misplaced emblem of the chase, the 
élégance of their usual attire. 

From the gallery of the state dining room, 
there pealed a clamorous din of cors de chasse, 
which rendered ail conversation fruitless. But 
between the pauses of their joyous music, some 
words of a confidential communication between 
the Baroness and her friend Madame d'Estrées, 
reached the ear of Léon, who was seated near 
them, and excited in his mind the most painful 
anxiety. '< The depressed state of the dear 
Countess's mind," — '^dangerous éctat,^ — *^morti- 
fyîng préférence of my mother," — " early attach- 
ment," — were the detached sentences that per- 
plexed him, during the intervais of a dissertation 
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between d'Elstrées and the Baron, on the différ- 
ence oî culture between the vines of the eastern 
and western banks of the Rhine. 

As soon as the party rose from table, I dare 
not record at how early an hour, Rochemore de- 
termined on seeking the apartments 6f the Maré- 
chale ; to which, during his fréquent visits at the 
Château, 'hehad never yetbeen honoured by an in- 
vitation. The excitement of the hurried events of 
the morning, the wine which had recently increased 
the agitation of his mind, admitted of no pause, 
no discrétion in his movements, — ^but forbidding 
him to hope for rest, urged him to rush upon 
further tumult and agitation as a respite from 
présent su£Fering. 

He readily found his way to the suite of 
chambers devoted to the exclusive use of the 
Maréchale d'Olonne ; and had he doubted their 
identity, one glance upon the vénérable servants 
who rose on his entrance into the vestibule, — 
one look around the élégant but unostentatious 
chamber into which he was ushered, would hâve 
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assured hiiii that he had not mïstaken hU road. 
The wearÏBOme length of atair he had found him- 
self compelled to aeccnd, had induced him to 
inarvel on his way that bo elevated a. story 
had been selected for the domicile of a pei-son 
of the Maréchale's advanced years, The pro- 
bability that she wished to place herself .above 
the continuai intrusion of her fanaily, and the 
tumult of the Château, suggested îtself as a mo- 
tive for the choice ; but wJien Léon stepped from 
the open Windows upon a lofty stone balcony,com- 
mandîng a view over a vast estent of varj'ing land- 
scape, upon whïch the aetting sun of autiimn now 
Btreamed in richest spleiidour; — when he feit the 
pure air, that aeemed freehened by the river, the 
flow of vvhose waters, far beiow, was unheard in 
the dizzy height from which he gazed ; — when he 
looked upon the mighty expansé of glorious sky 
which the far horizon yielded to hia admiration, 
longer wondered at the sélection of an 
abode where " Heaven's breath smelt so woo- 
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Lost in contemplation^ of the scène around, 
he waited in vain for the appearance of the 
Maréchale, who had been apprized in an inner 
chamber of his visit. He grew at length im- 
.patient, and thought he distinguished the sound 
of sappressed grief, of affectionate solicitation» 
within; but as he stood perplexed and irrésolu te, 
the door opened, and the Maréchale entered with 
her usual sedateness of demeanour, yet with an 
air of more than common severity ; and pointing 
to a seat at some distance, she placed herself in . 
her own especial fauteuiL The cold formality 
she assumed, the uninviting indiiference of her 
réception, so completely discomposed Monsieur 
de Rochemore, that he could not utter a word 
in excuse for his intrusion. He had expected, 
he had trusted, to find her indignant, and disposed 
to remonstrance, and then he might hâve found 
an occasion to unburthen his heart ; but her 
itngracious stateliness rendered her far more in- 
accessible. 

At length, satisfied with the confusion she 
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had excited^ she looked ujp from a new work, of 
which she had been deliberately cutting open th^ 
pages, and calmly demanded to what she was in- 
debted for the honour of his company. 

Léon was now irritated beyond endurance, and 
starting up, he exclaimed ^* It is that I am rer 
solved to be informed. Madame la Maréchale, by 
what misfortune I hâve forfeited ail claim to 
your indulgence, or rather to the common polite- 
ness of Society. From the first ill-starred mo- 
ment in which I became known to your family, 
you were pleased to mark me out for indignity 
and persécution ; and now, even on an occasion 
of family rejoicing, you cannot sufficiently com- 
mand your feelings to secure me from fresh iur 
suit." 

Madame d*01onne listened to this boutade with 
calmness and a slight expression of surprise, and 
replied, ^^ Since you hâve chosen, sir, to make 
this indélicate appeal, and to require an explana- 
tion from a woman, whose âge and position should 
render her respectable in your eyes, — and that 
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too in the peremptory tone which had been more 
becoming were it addressed to a man, ycmr equcU^ 
I bave no hésitation in réplying to your questions. 
From the hour in wUch you entered this house. 
Monsieur de Rochemore, I observed you with a 
close and jealous scrutiny ; for the beauty of your 
pérson» and your showy accomplishments^ ren- 
dered you, to my feelings, a dangerous inmate in 
the home of my grandchild ! I soon remarked, 
with increasing mistrust, that you were a mère 
worldling, — ascoffer at ail things goodand holy ; 
and from your utter want of principle» I antici- 
pated that which ensued, — ^your séduction of 
Elstelle's affections, in whom you should hâve be- 
held, in sacred trust, the future wife of your 
friend. With even yet more wayward fickleness 
than I had expected at your hands, you deserted 
her side in a critical hour. In that hour, my 
counsels— my prayers prevailed ; Estelle returned 
to her dutiful allegiance ; and contracted those 
honourable engagements which were destined to 
her from her childhood.^ I was once more happy, 
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Monsieur de Rochemore ; I was enjoying» in 
blessed calm, my child's security from future evil^ 
when, like a spirit of mischief, you re-appeared 
among us ! 

^^ Yes !" continued the Maréchale, her cheek 
flushing with ùnwonted energy, ** you came hither 
in the wantonness of malice, to blight those bridai 
flowers which had begun to assume fairness and 
grâce in the sight of Estelle. You pursued her 
even to persécution ; — and the most sacred day of 
her existence was polluted by your cruel impor- 
tunities. And now, sir,— even now, you are pro- 
fiting by your artful influence over the mind of a 
credulous husband^ a confiding mother, to keep 
your unsuspected station by her side, and to instil 
into her pure heart the pestilent principles of your 
own. But^" she continued, looking stedfststly 
upon him, " while I breathe, no power — ^no effort 
— ^no watchfulness shall be spared to circumrent 
your designs ; — ^while I live, Monsieur de RocIm- 
more, your victory is but half achieved." 

Léon, whose fury had been gradually enkindled 



THB REIGN OF TERROR. 283 

during this explanation, now found it impossible 
to repress hie feelings. << It is well, madam/' 
said he, drawing nôar to the Maréchale, and gaz- 
ing upon her with looks of deep and bitter hatred, 
— ^hid voice lowered to the deadiiest pitch of in- 
tense passion, — his lips pale with suppressed rage, 
— his limbs trémbling with inward émotion; — 
**it is Well, thou utter, thou polished hypocrite ! 
It was thy belief of my want of principle, thy 
knowledge of my youthful errors, sayest thou, 
that rendered thee mine enemy ? False — false in- 
terprétation ! Did not the broad lands of Clair- 
ville, — did not the higher honors of his station, — 
did not the yain promptings of thy heartless am- 
bition tempt thee to oppose the dawning tender- 
nes8 of my Estelle ? Yea — it was this ; it was 
thy dread of the paltry clamours of society, thine 
awe of the interprétation of thy own vain-glorious 
cùteriey that urged thee to blight the first affec- 
tions of two innocent hearts, and to destroy the 
hopes of thine unoffending victims. Be it so ! 
the curse of my withered soûl be on thy head I — 
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and by the agony of my heart, I dévote thee and 
tliine, — I dévote this house and houaehold, to exé- 
cration and anguish ! Lel them live in misery, 
and die in shame!" 

As he Bpoke lie raised hïa clenched hand to 
Heaven, to give force to his horrible impreuatiou ; 
and his vénérable auditress waa awed by the su- 
perhuman energy which appeared to inspire him. 
The terrible beauty of hîa knît brows and tower- 
ing figure, miglit hâve imaged forth the idea of 
the fallen son of light blaapheming the Maker, 
whose laws he had presumed to outrage ! But ère 
that hand descended to emite the swellicg heart 
which urged hia angry upbraidîng, a faint shriek 
was heard from the inner chamber ; and before 
Madame d'Olonne could intercept hia passage, 
Léon had rushed to the couch on which the un- 
happy CounteBB reclined, and kneeling by her 
aide, he wept aloud on the hand he pressed with- - 
in his own ; while the Maréchale stood near them 
in pMnful diamay. " Listen to me," he cried ; 
" Estelle, beloved Estelle, liaten to thy fondest, 
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thy firmeet fi-ieDd. Theae ties, thèse forced and 
unnatural ties, avail as nothing in the eight of 
HeaveD. In them, tbe heart whose warm aSèc- 
tioDs are Heaven's beat gift, waa permîtted lo 
exercise no choice ; and by that heart, by those 
precious aflècliona, I conjure thee, my beloved, to 
renounce thy vain submission to the tyranny of 
others ! Thèse skiee, Estelle, are not those 
where the sunshines brightest; there is a world 
beyond yon sullen seas where we may yet be 
happy !" 

He Bpoke, but Madame de Clairville replîed 
not ; — she still lay extended on the couch in cold 
and inanimate exhaustion. Her hunting drees of 
the morning waa torn open at the throat to ad- 
mit air ; and her hair, which had burst from the 
ribbon that had oonfined her glossy tresses for tlie 
chace, waa lying around her in dishevelled luxu- 
riance. But the brow from which it hung was 
deathly, and white as the purest marble ; and the 
quivering lips that essayed to speak only moved 
in fruitlesa elFort. She was sensible, however. 
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to the wordsof Léon, for the large tears gathered 
in her eyes as he spake, and roUed slowly down 
her cold cheeks. 

" Now, woe is me ! " exclaimed Madame 
d'Olonne, throwing herself into a chair, and 
wringing her hands. ^^ How raust I hâve offended 
against God, to be so sorely visited in my âge — 
to behold my innocent child thus torn from my 
heart before my face. Spare her,'' said she, 
scarce conscious of what she did, and turning with 
uplifted hands towards the Chevalier; ** spare 
her, Léon de Rochemore, for she is the blessing 
of many bosoms, — the hope— the joy of many. 
Oh ! who shall say what glad tears of welcome 
were shed upon her cradle ? — ^who can tell what 
doating love watched over her childhood ? AU 
our hearts were hers, — are hers! Prosperity 
hath been upon her ail the days of her yoong 
life ;: — ^her destiny is even now marked out for 
future honour and happiness ; and oh ! seek not 
to bring shame upon it by the gratification of 
thy lawless will ! — I am old," she continued ex- 
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tending her clasped hands towardi her startled 
auditor; ^'I am approaching my home of ever- 
lasting rest, Monsieur de Rochemore^ and I 
charge thee that thou hasten not my departing 
footsteps. So shall mine uplifted voice bless 
thee in my dying hour — ^and the prayer of a 
parting Christian may sometliing avail thee in 
thy day of rétribution !" 

Léon was deeply impressed by this unguarded 
émotion in one who had never before given him 
occasion to note the slightest trace of human 
weakness; he was about, however, to reply, when 
the Countess who had been gathering strength 
during her grandmother's affecting appeal, raised 
herself upon the couch, and extended her arms 
affectionately towards the Maréchale: ^* Do you 
so litUe know me^ best and kindest friend,'^ said 
she» ^^ as to dread my weakness in this exigence P 
Fear not for me, nor cease, I pray you, to re- 
gard me with love and confidence. If Ihave 
been hitherto misled by a dangerous predilec- 
tion in favour of this man, the e vents of to-day 
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would hâve reetored me to myself. I own ttal I 
hâve looked upon him with înterest — with the 
tenderest compassion, for I knew that hia mis- 
placed affection had alone brought him back to 
my feet. But that compassion, that interest was 
excited by confidence in his generosity, bis deli- 
cacy of feeling, hisdiainterested forbearance ;— and 
how hath he justiiîed my partial estimation of his 
character ? His importunate déclarations hâve 
deeply wounded a heart he might hâve learned to 
spare ; his bold asBÏdnîties hâve compromised my 
character, and endangered the peace of his fricnd, 
my husband. And thou, my kind, my respec- 
ted monitress," she exclaimed, folding Madame 
d'Olonne to her heart, " how hath he preâumed 
to viliiy and revîle thee !" 

She rose as ahe uttered thèse last words, and 
gently, yet firmly, confronted her agitated lover. 
" If I hâve spoken harshly, Rochemore, forgive 
me ! for as Heaven shall judge me hei-eafter, thèse 
are the last words that shall pasa between us ; 
qjid I would that we niight part in peace. Fare 
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thee well, Léon ; — ^by the love thou hast borne 
me^ — ^by the memory of thy mother, — I charge 
thee to leave this place. Say» art thou willing tb 
otey me ?" 

The Chevalier struck by the calm décision of 
her manner, and satisfied by his knowledge of 
her character of her perfect sincerity, turned 
towards the window to conceal his émotion as he 
assured her that her will should be his law. 

•' It is well — ^it is kindly determîned," ehe re- 
plied, leaning heavily on the arm of Madame 
d'Olonne ; *' so shàll we both be spared from evil 
to corne. Farewell, then," — said the Countess, 
placing her trembling hand in that of Léon. 
^< In some future hour I shall trust to find in 
thee a firm and àssured friend: — ^till then, ail 
peace be with thee. ^ 

The Chevalier de Rochemore had ridden many 
miles from the Château de Rocquigny, before 
he could sufficiently recover to believe in the 
reality of his dream. But when he became re- 
stored to the sober certainty of existence, he felt 

u 



290 THB REIGN OF TERROR. 

that ail waa^ past, ail absolutely ended ; that no 
return, no renewed importunities would replace 
him in the affections of Madame de Clairville. 
Her reproaches had sunk deeply into his mind ; — 
he suffered, as it was fitting he should sufier, long 
and bitterly. But even with this last blow his 
afBictions were not destined to end ; and his fu- 
ture mortifications were appointed to spring from 
a source that he had hitherto little apprehended. 
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CUAPTER VIII. 



Wben every tong^ue thy follies named, 

I fled the unwelcome story, ^ 

Or found, in e*eii the faulto tbey blamed, 

Some gleams of future gloryl 
I 8tîll was true, when nearer friends 

Conspîred to wrong^, to Rlight thee ; — 
The heart that now thy falsehood rends, 

Would then hâve bled to right thee ! 
But go— deceiverl go, 

Some day, perhaps, thou'it waken 
From pleasure's dreain, to knovr 

The grief of hearts forsaken ! 

MOORB. 



It was some weeks after the return of the Che- 
valier de Rochemore to Parîs, that a letter was 
placed in his hands, subscribed in fair and fémi- 
nine writîng, which for a moment he trusted 
might prove that of the Comtesse de Clairville ; 
but the signature of Louise soon undeceived his 
expectatioiis. It ran as foUows : — 

*' y ou will be surprised to receive a letter 
from one who hashitherto foreborne, from motives 

'U 2 
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of delicaoy, to address her affianced bridegroom ; 
and stîll more so, when I assure you that this 
first wîU be the last that shall ever pass between 
us. Before you receive it, I shall be already an 
accepted daughter of the Lord Jésus; and I 
trust to your delicacy and honest feeling to oppose 
no obstacle to my vocation. 

" I was brought up, as you well know, frora 
my childhood, with the certainty of becoming your 
wife ; I was taught to admire and to love you. I 
did admire, — I did most truly love you ; for there 
can be no longer shame in making this confession, 
since the veil of the sanctuary hath fallen between 
us. I learned betimes to place my pride in your 
well-doing; and the voice of gênerai approval 
sanctified the earnest confidence of my heart. 
When we met, I observed that you still regarded 
me as a mère child ; and by this I was nothing 
grieved ; for would it hâve served me that you 
should be aware how fondly that child cherished 
the sentiments of a woman ? I was happy even 
in your absence ; for the talents I was called 
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upon to cultivate, would, I knew, be hereafier 
devoted to your amusement : I was happy, how 
happy ! în your présence ; for the slightest notice 
you vouchsafed, appeared too rich a reward for 
one so lowly, — so unattractive as myself ! But 
ail thèse feelings, Chevalier, hâve latterly been 
changed to very bitterness ; with the jealousy 
of true affection, I v^as the £rst to detect the na< 
ture of your sentiments for Estelle de Rocquigny. 
Yet long and fervently I trusted that better feel- 
ings would arise, and urge you to subdue an in- 
voluntary passion ; and your absence suddenly 
appeared to confirm ray hopes. While ail beside 
were grieving for your return, I alone, Monsieur 
de Rochemore, exulted in secret pride over the 
honourable prudence of your flight. 

" How grievously did my heart misgive me on 
your unexpected return ! They told me — blind 
flatterers ! that it was for me you were come ; 
but I witnessed your meeting with the bride, and 
toy heart was cruelly undeceived. Still — still 
I fondly and vainly believed that ail this evil was 
about to end; when your indifférence towards 
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myself, «xpressed with such unmanly cruelty on 
the occasion of my accident in tlie fbrest^ swept 
from my heart every trace of gentler feelings in 
your favour. From that hour hâve I been bent 
on dissolving the ties between us, without corn» 
promising the réputation of my dear and inno- 
cent sister ; and so surely hâve I taken my mea- 
sures, that I hâve nothtng further to fear, save 
from your angry tenacîty of rights, which I truly 
believe to be as hateful to you as to myself. 

** You will tell me, perhaps, that there are 
other alternatives than a cloister, or a marriage 
with one to whom I am become loathsome as a 
pestilence, but it is not for you to speak of this ; 
for I feel that I was destined from my infancy to 
be your's only,— and the bride of none other will 
I be. Such a change would be pollution ! 

** Farewell, then, Rochemore ! Be gênerons^ 
and pursue me not ; but rather turn your thoughts 
to the extirpation of those evil passions which 
hâve lately obtaîned the mastery of your heart. 
Farewell for ever. 

<^ Louise de Clairvillb." 
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On a firstpemsal of Mademoiselle de Clair- 
ville*9 extraordinary commanication, the Cheva- 
lier de Rochemore was inclined to refer it to the 
mère suggestions of girlish pique. But lettera 
from several branches of the Clairville family 
shortly followed that of Louise, announcing her 
retirement into a couvent ; and advising him on 
account of the publicity that she had voluntarily 
drawn upon her proceedings, to refrain from ail 
violent measures for her recovery. From her 
brother he received a more detailed account of 
her intentions, which the Comte de Clairville 
hesitated not to attribute to her distaste for the 
union to which she was destined. He evenglanced 
at the possibility that some slight or ungracious 
bearing on the part of the Chevalier de Roche- 
more had prompted her rash and uncounselled 
measures ; and ended by seriously adjuring him to 
oppose no obstacle to her wishes, should anything 
hâve recently occurred to lessen his inclination for 
the marriage. 

Léon, although deeply mortified that the rejec- 
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tion he had so long meditated should be thrown 
upon himaelf, replied that he was perfectly con- 
tented to acquiesce in Mademoiselle de Claîr- 
ville's measures; and to satisfy her that she had 
nothlngto fearfrommolestationonhispart, he in- 
closed a légal renuncialion of hia vighta. He con- 
cluded by begging to be spared ail further com- 
munication on the subject, as he was on the point 
of eailing for America ; and in this déclaration he 
was sincère, for a few days afterwards, a mer- 
chant vesael from Havre de Grâce bore him to 
the United States. 

Shortly after his departure the young sisler of 
the Comte de Clairville confirraed her intentiooa 
by tating the veil; notwithstanding the earneat 
entreatîes of Eatelle, who wonld hâve persuaded 
her to dwell with her brother in aisterly com- 
panionship ; and the still warmer aolicitations of 
tlie Rocquignys, who implored her to strengthen 
their famîly connexion by a marriage wîth Gode- 
froi. But although ahe waa well aware of the 
■ation with which he had long regarded heFj 
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she firmly declined every overture of alliance 
and terminated ail discussion on the subject by 
hastily pronooncing her vows. 

This event so warmly interestod the feelings of 
Estelle and her friends, that the mjsterious de» 
parture of the Chevalier de Rochemore passed as 
of secondary note ; and in the busy occupations» 
and sincère dévotion of a wife, the Comtesse de 
Clairville found no effort requisite to obliterate 
the remembrance of past feelings. If any thought 
of her early weakness passed for a moment through 
her heart, it only urged her to turn with re- 
doubled zeal to the assiduous performance of her 
duties ; and to increase her affectionate cares for 
the aged relative by whose indulgent counsels 
she had been enlightened. It was her wish, as 
Well as that of the Comte de Clairville, to pass 
the greater part of her time on his own estâtes ; 
and his appointment to the governorship of the 
province» upon the decease of Monsieur d'Estrées» 
confirmed this judicious détermination. In the 
cheerful retirement of a beloved home» she found 



298 THE REIGN OF TERROR. 

leisure to mature those talents which had been 
abused by a neglected éducation ; and at length 
she was happy in adding to her occupations the 
endearing task of watching over the infancy of a 
son. Thus rich in the gîfts of earthly prosperity, 
— thus contented, — thus loving and beloved, — 
how little did Estelle de Clairville anticipate 
the accumulated horrors which were destined to 
fîilfil the curse that had been poured upon her 
head l 

In the course of a few years, the death of the 
Baroness de Rocquigny, and the imbécile con- 
duct of her widowed son-in-law» rendered the 
Château an unsatisfactory abode for the aged 
Maréchale^ whose calm disposition and reason- 
able habits had prolonged her span of life beyond 
that of her dissipated and intemperate daughter ; 
and resisting the anxious claims of Estelle, she 
settled herself in a suit of apartments appertain- 
ing to the convent of St. Antoine, at Paris. There, 
surrounded by a chosen society formed of the 
nant of her youth^s companions, and the most 
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distinguished literary characters of the day, the 
old lady dreamed away the sober winter of her 
years ;^-happy in the esteem of ail around her — 
happy in the well-doiog and respectability of her 
grandchildren — and only uneasy in the public 
disturbances^ which now began to agitate the 
kingdom of France ; and which led her to ap- 
prehend that she might live to repine at the 
length of days which Providence had assigned 
her. 
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Chaptbr IX. 



Il mîght some wunder move 

How thèse together could hâve talked of love. 

Crabbb. 

In passing abruptly to a more distant period of 
the history of the Comtesse de Clairville» I am 
willing to omit those uneventful records of a 
peaceful domestic life, which, although perhaps 
they oflfer the fairest ensample of human happi- 
ness, are sufficiently wearisome in the récital. 
I shall, therefore, say nothing of the ten years 
that succeeded the stormy epoch of her marriage, 
except that they passed but too rapidly over her 
head ; and the reader is requested, without the 
aid of mandragora, '^ to dream away that lapse 
of time." 

Of the Chevalier de Rochemore, during the 
same period, little was known among his frienda 
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in Europe, ezcept that he had become a pros* 
perous settler in Louisiana» and was apparently 
absorbed in the gigantic agricultural schemes in 
which he had embarked his fortunes. It was 
understood that he was regarded with respect 
and considération among those whom he had 
adopted as countrymen ; and that no lingering 
attachments or early préjudices appeared at any 
time to urge his return to the land of his an- 
cestors. 

It is scarcely, however, to be imagined, that 
the important e vents which began, about this pe- 
riod, to attach the eyes both of the Old and New 
World, upon the political proceedings of France, 
could fail to interest the feelings of one whb had 
been nurtured" in her bosom — ^who had eaten of 
her bread, and drank of her cup ; and it was 
probably a secret concern for the destinies of 
his native country, which induced Monsieur de 
Rochemore to place hiè affairs in the hands of an 
efficient agent, and proceed to Europe, a few 
months previous to the assembling of the States 
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Gefieral. The ostensible motive, however, which 
called him tp France, was the death of his ma« 
ternal uncle» the Comte de Mérangères ; to wbose 
title and estâtes he succeeded hj right of inherit- 
ance» and the arrangement of whose affairs re- 
quired his immédiate superintendence. 

On the arrivai of the new Connt in Paris, one 
of his earliest inquiries regarded the Clairville 
family; with whom, since tlie rupture of his 
marriage, he had entertained no communication. 
The intelligence he now received of the obscure 
monotony of their provincial existence, and of 
the retirement of the Maréchale d'Olonne, pro- 
duced a smile of contempt upon features which, 
in acquiring the stern and reflective character of 
maturity, had gained an expression, of hanghty 
disdain, equally austère and malignant. << Poor 
Estelle," he murmured, ^< poor feéble puppet !-— 
^Aou to bemadea merehomely, household drudge! 
such, such was not the lofty destiny I had marked 
out for thee ! — And the courtly old sycophant 
has drivelled into the established dotage of her 
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caste, and vibrâtes between approving herself a 
dévote or a précieuse ! Well— well — no matter : 
Satan will find his prey under any mask." 

By some unfortunate accident, or rather through 
the connections induced by similarity of views 
and feelings». Monsieur de Mérangères, on his 
appearance in Paris, became a fréquent guest at 
the Palais Royal ; and after an intimacy of some 
months' duration, he was invited to accompany 
the Duc d^Orléans on a tour of pleasure through 
Great Britain. It is easy to conceive that the 
tendency of his Royal Highness's precepts and 
example» which hâve since acquired a fatal noto" 
riety, served neither to soften the feelings, nor 
subdue the rising ambition of the Count. The 
great command of funds afibrded him by his ré- 
cent succession, rendered him a valuable prosé- 
lyte in the estimation of the Orléans party ; and 
accordingly neither pains nor adulation were 
spared to win him to their standard. 

It is not my intention to enter hère into any 
détails of the progress or character of the French 
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Révolution. The time and labour I hâve be- 
Btowed upon the subject in a work which I may 
not at présent présume to publish, hâve reu- 
dered it most âat and unprofitable to my feelings; 
and I am anxious to proceed to the melancholy 
conclusion of a taie which could dérive no addi- 
tional interest from such a digression. 

Yet, although I may now venture to revert to 
the period in question, as having become one of 
exhausted interest , yet it is scarcely. crédible 
that the march of events which led to this most 
awful crisis of modem times, should hâve been 
passed over with the apathy and unconcern with 
which they were at the time regarded by the 
French nation. Even while the tempest was ga- 
thering over their heads, even after the first dread 
bolts of destruction had fallen among them, the 
people of Paris abated little of their frivoloua 
levity. The immédiate followers of the court 
were induced^ it is true, to suspend for a season 
' the luxurious dissipation by which they had pam- 
pered the taste of the unfortunate Marie An- 
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toinette; but throughout the kingdom, and even 
in Paris itself, feastings and riotous merriraent, — 
and marrying and giving in marriage proceeded 
withoat interruption, even while the axe of the 
executioner was thirsting for the blood of the 
thoughtless actors of the drama. 

Soon after the return of the Comte de Méran- 
gères from England, he chanced to be an invited 
guest at a splendid fête given by Monsieur de 
Montenay, the son of the celebrated fermier- 
général, at a château he had recently purchased 
in the Vallée de Montmorency. Late in the 
evening, the Count entered a magnificent gallery, 
leading to the great saloon, where the principal 
part of the company was engaged with the re- 
présentation of a pièce dCoccasion, composed by 
Marmontel himself ; who was at that moment 
V enfant gâté de la cour et de la ville. 

Unwilling to disturb his fair hostess by enter- 
ing at so unseasonable a moment, he lounged 
negligently along the gallery, on the arm ot the 
Duc de Brissac, listening to his enthusiastic eu- 

X 
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comiums of some new proverbe of Carmontelle, 
** qui faisait fureur ;'^ and mingling at times în 
the conversation ef the brilliant groupe of guests 
who loitered in the gallery^ in order to avoid the 
necessity of forced attention to an indiffèrent 
vaudeville, worse than indifferently performed. 

*' Who is that lovely créature in thé ponceau 
tunic, seated near the door ?^' inquired one of 
those who had ventured near the entry of the 
saloon. 

** Any thing new î" asked the Duc de Brissac. 

" Quite new," replied another of the idlers ; 
*^a fair provinciale, I understand; but certainly 
free from the niaiserie of her calling." 

" By Heavens!" exclaimed the Chevalier de 
BoufBers, *^ she is the breathing divinity of Ra- 
phael's canvas; — the triumphant Galatea of Rome 
herself !" 

"Indeed!" replied Mérangères, diverted by 
his véhémence ; '^ and how may so classical a fair 
one be named in modem times ?" 

" Oh! 'tis the wife of some Seigneur Châtelain^ 
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who has been hunted from his strong hold in the 
Cévennes by the unquiet spirit of his vassals. — 
The canaiUe hâve been pleased to illuminate his 
dreary winter evenîngs by the bonfires of a châ- 
teau or two in his neighbourhood ; so he has 
wisely brought his fair phœnix to be consumed 
on a less barbarons pile I — Clermont — Claîrville 
— yes, the Comte de Clairville." 

Mërangères felt the blood rush to his teftiples 
at the Sound ; and a deathly sickness overcame 
him for a moment. As soon as he could escape 
from his lively companions, he hastily left the 
gallery, and descending a flight of marble steps, 
found himself alone in the enchanting gardens of 
Montenay, already fragrant with the first burst 
of spring. 

** This weakness is degrading — is contemptible 
îndeed," exclaimed he, as he strove to regain his 
ordinary mastery over his feelings. ** Hâve I 
dwelt an e:rile in a distant country, — hâve I în- 
volved my mind in ail the factitious interests of 
avarice and ambition, — hâve I schooled my souI 

X 2 
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in tbe most abstract contemplations of philoso- 
pliy, to be thus overset at the mère sound of her 
name ? Important interests are stirring around 
me, — the énergies of a mighty nation are waken- 
ing from their fatal inaction, — the destiny of the 
great and proud is fashioning in awful mystery 
beneath their unconscious observation; — and shall 
I yield the command of my feelings, at such a 
moment, to a poor weak woman ? Fie on me ! 
for truly I am unworthy the high calling which 
is set before me." 

Âfter some time spent in musing among the 
flowery treillages^ and fragrant bosquets of the 
gardens, Mérangères approached tp re-enter the 
house. By the glaring light of the illumination 
within, he could perfectly discern the interior of 
the lower range of apartments, without being 
himself distinguished by those who were the ob- 
jects of his observation ; and in returning towards 
the great entrance, he was induced to pause near 
the shaded windows of a splendid boudoir. 

AU that could scnse or cye delight 
Seemed g-athered in that gorgeous room ; 
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but it was not the eastern élégance of its hang- 
ings wfaich arrested the steps of the Count. He 
stood to contemplate the graceful proportions of 
a female form» upon which the eyes of ail présent 
were admiringly fixed. She was seated on an 
ottoman, by the side of the dignified Madame de 
Mirepoix ; and the Comtesse Amélie de Boufflers, 
fair as the lily's whiteness, was indolently reclin- 
ing by her side. The Chevalier was leaning over 
the rival beauties» and exerting ail his conversa- 
tional powers for their entertainment ; while a 
groupof fashionable admirers near them seconded 
the efforts of his wit and gallantry. As the idol 
of the circle, who was habited in a sumptuous 
oriental costume, turned her head to enjoy the 
freshness of the open window, she discovered to 
the astonished gaze of Monsieur de Mérangères, 
a beautiful and radiant resemblance of the fea- 
tures of his beloved Estelle ! 

But could it be her indeed ? — Could the girlish 
fi^gility, the almost infantine delicacy of the 
young Countess's person hâve expanded into this 
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glow of luxuriant lovelinesa ? Coiild ehe hâve 
acquired, in her sober retirement) ihis super- 
liuman intelligence of brow, — lliis graceful dig- 
nity of demeanour ? He was determined to ré- 
solve his doubla ; and enlerîng the boudoir, he 
whispered a requeat to the Duc de Lauzun ihat 
he might be preaented to " the Cynthia of the 
minute ;" — bowing with deep and unaSected gal- 
lantry as the Duke immediately named him to the 
lovely atraoger, as the Comte de Mirangères. For 
some minutes, ihe Countess, in puraning the pre- 
vîous Btrain of conversation, and unexcîted by the 
Sound of a name unknown to her, yieided no 
especial notice to the new arrivai ; but her atten- 
tion was soon drawn towards him by a atriking 
illustration of her own opinion, uttered in the low 
deep tone, which, although long unheard, could 
not fail to reach her heart. Siie gazed inquir- 
ÎDgly upon hia face ; and half-rising from her seat, 
ehe whispered in breathlesa émotion, " Léon — 
Jiochemore ! est-ce bein toi que je reconnois !" 
~ mutual agitation whichattendedthisstrange 
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récognition excited no little surprise in the polished 
circle of which the Countess formed a part. *^ Ré- 

m 

tirons nousy mon ami,^' murmured Lauzun to the 
Chevalier de Boufflers, <' notis voilà de trop. Âfter 
ail, we shall make nothing of our little provin- 
cial goddess ; — no tact, — no self-possession, none 
whatever !" 

** She is hardly posée enough at présent, cer- 
tainly," said Boufflers, casting an inquiring look 
behind, as he left the boudoir : '' but I own I 
like her the better for the touch of nature that 
betrays her into thèse naïvetés ; one is so seldom 
startled by any thing like originality in this vile 
world of refinement." 

** // me semble que tu es difficile^ mon cherChe-^ 
valieTy^ said Lauzun, as arm in arm they entered 
the saloon ; " en fait £ originaux tu asy ce soir 
mémCi à choisir. Voilà le Lovelace du dernier 
siècle^ — l'invalide de Cythère — Monsieur Walpole 
en habit gris de lin, qui cherche à faire valoir les 
pèches et le raisin de son Château de Sirabèri ; 
quoiqu'il soit reconnu^ qu'ion ne possède pour fruit 
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muT en Angleterre, que des pommes cuiles ! Now 
what can exceed the esquisite absurdity of this 
philosophe milgrè lui; who is only allured to 
Paris by the cajoling flattericB of one old womar,* 
and who affects to be bent on a pîlgrîniage to the 
shrjne of another,~^oire daT/te de Livry, aa he 
has affectedly baptized my grand aunt de Sévîgné." 

" But is it true that you hâve impoaed a lock 
of little Mauon's huir upon his blmd enthusiasm, 
as a tress of Madame de Grignan's belle cheve- 
lure ?" 

" False — false on my word ! — Do you think I 
woiild Bo lar dîshonour my ancestry? Believeme, 
I eut the auburn ringlet myself from the pure 
mane of my Mecklenburg pony. Mais silence— 
hère are the Btiff-necked wife and learned daughter 
of our G&nevesemaitre de Jinance. Positivement 
ces beaux yeux là méritent une toilette mieux 
soignée. Now what can be more amusingly ori- 
ginal than her public exhibition of filial dévo- 
tion — or the air of magnanimity ahe assumes, wheB 
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she calls herself * the daughter of Necker V 
Prythee, corne and assist me to mystify her by a 
few rants in honour of her Evander I*^ 

So lightly are the idols of posterity held by their 
cotemporaries ; and so true it is *' qu'on n'est 
j'aimais prophète ni dans son pays, ni dans son 
siècle r 

From the very hour which restored the Comte 
de Mérangères to the society of his former friends, 
his habits of life appeared to hâve received a new 
impulse. The circles of fashion — the théâtres — 
the coteries of the idle and magnificent — were now 
his constant haunts ; nor did he willingly, for a 
single hour, désert the side of the Comtesse de 
Clairville. Yet the reserve of his conduct, the 
distant respect of his bearing towards her, pre- 
vented ail observation of his dévotion. 

Clairville had welcomed his return with the 
friendly warmth of a heart that knew no guile. 
The sincerity of his sister's vocation for the holy 
estate she had embraced had long since induced 
him to reproach himself for the rigour with which 
he had judged the friend of his youth ; and deeply 
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did he regret the cessation of intercourse that had 
rendered them Etrangers to each other. While 
the Countess, through a natural persuasion that 
time and so prolonged an absence must hâve 
weaned the heart of Léon from its early weak- 
ness, — or perhaps mbled by the intoxicating al- 
lurements of her new mode of life, — feared no evil 
conséquence from their renewed intimacy. As 
her childhood's companion, — as one to whom her 
feelings and principles were intimately known, she 
rejoiced to find him by her side ; and with him, at 
least, she felt secure from those officions atten- 
tions to which her beauty, and her unpractised 
ignorance of Parisian habits continually exposed 
her. Whether the feelings of the Count were 
truly such as interpreted by her ingenuous creda- 
lity, may be gathered from the folio wing Unes ; 
which long afterwards were found among his pa- 
pers, bearing the date of the period in question : — 

To E . 

Go I mingcle with yon fickie crowd ! 

Let hands and hearts be clasped to thine, 
WTiose love — whose hopes — with siniles avowed — 

Contrast but ill with such as mine ! 
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Yea I let theiD kneel before thee, — let 
Theîr bolder prayers — ^theîr passion inove thee ; 

And in such worship blest, forg^et 
The heart which was the first to love thee — 

That heart whose pride would never bear 

So meanly in thy thoughts to share I 

Yet, say ! amid the glittering throng, 

Is there one pure — one gênerons breast — 
One fond devoted heart among 

Theîr crew, — whose passion, unconfest. 
In spite of grief, in spite of years, 

Like some lone shade, bis bosom haunting, 
Would shun to purchase with thy tears 

Joys that might grieve thee, love, in granting ? 
No, no — there îs not one — not one, 
Could love, could bear,-*as I bave done. 

Mark well their paltry arts to please, — 

The public sigh — ^the deep-mouthed vow : — 
And can pretensions, poor as thèse 

Win e*en a sraile from such as thou — 
Thou ! — in whose sight dark years of care, — 

Dark with the fears that hovered round thee — 
Dark with the deep, untold despair 

Which honoured c'en the chains that bound thee — 
Avail as nothing ? Nay î — smile on — 
My fears are past — my doubts are gone î 
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And now, I seek for other joys ; — 

To think, would drive iny soûl to madncss ; 
In thoughtless throngs, and empty noise, 

I conquer half my bosoin^s sadness. 
Yet even in thèse a thought will steal, 

In spite of every vain endeavour ; 
And (îends mîght pîty what I feel 

To know that thou art lost for ever ! 

BlTRUN. 



But whatever might be the feelîngs, whatever the 
artful projects of Mérangères, they were alîke 
unsuspected by the Comte and Comtesse de 
Clairville ; and it was only a passing suggestion 
of Madame d'OIonne, that recalled for a moment 
to the mind of Estelle her former suspicions of 
his character. " My dearest mother," said she, 
with a smile of good-humoured irony at the per- 
tinacity of the old lady's opinions, ** let us hope 
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that it is not oecessary either to judge or be judged 
on the évidence of early follies or youthful senti- 
ments. The wife of Clairville, the mother of our 
dear Adolphe, bears no stronger resemblance to 
the pétulant, wayward, roman tic girl of the 
Château de Rocquigny, than the calculating, 
worldly Comte de Mérangères dœs to the pas- 
sionate Rochemore. Believe me, hismind is alto- 
gether absorbed in political schemes, and those 
unhappily of a nature far from flattering to the 
friendship with which we regard him." 

** I might hâve guessed so," -rejoined the Mare- 
chale. ^' It was natural, it was inévitable, that 
so perverted a mind should readily receive the 
baleful seeds of the new doctrines. No doubt, 
your admirer is a member of the Jacobin club, a 
friend of Desmoulins — of Barère — of Danton — 
of " 

** Not quite so fer advanced in republicanism 
at présent ; — his hair does not y et emulate the 
untrimly fashion of the Montagnards ; nor do his 
political associâtes descend lower in the scale of 
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fiEiction than the OrléajDs party-^Mirabeau and 
Lafayette.^' 

^^ As £Eir as you can judge. But even of thoae 
ruling epirits of the âge speak not ao lightly I 
My child» thèse eyes hâve witnessed many 
changes ; but they are not yet sufficiently dim 
with i^e to be insensible to the awful signs by 
which we are encompassed. Can you be indif- 
fèrent to the abirming disposition of the public 
mind ? — Can you hear, without appréhension, the 
cry o{ *' à bas P Autrichienne T* which attends 
every public appearance of our afflicted Queen ? 
Are not insults hourly heaped upon tKe head of 
Louis himself» and the privilèges of the crown 
dûiy abridged ?" 

** I am assured, my dear mother, tfaat thèse are 
voluntary concessions, to temporize with the As- 
sembly." 

•• And would they be required in an hour of 
security ? — Deceive not yourself, my dearest 
child ; — ^you are at this very moment a compul- 
sory absentée from the home of your ancestors ; — 
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your friends the Polignacs, and several other im- 
médiate foUowers of the court, can scarcely ven- 
ture to show themselves even in Paris. You will 
acknowledge the mind of the people to be irritated 
beyond example, and, alas ! for our crédit, — per- 
haps, too justly irritated by the assumptions of the 
clergy and the nobility. Are not thèse grounds 
for alarm ? 

<^ May I venture further?" continued the 
vénérable mourner, perceiving that the eyes of 
Estelle were filled with tears; '^ may I unfold 
the fuU eztent of evil I foresee *? It is my true 
and firm belief that unless measures of concilia- 
tion are adopted, which our wisest and best hâve 
declared would be too humiliating to the sove» 
reign, — and still more, that unless his Majesty 
assumes a firmness of demeanour, and décision of » 
mind, far beyoud what he has at présent pre- 
pared us to ezpect, — ^nothing but ruin and déso- 
lation can await our most unhappy kingdom ; and 
woe for those who are destined to witness the 
struggle ! The court was forced from Versailles 
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by the violence of the populace.: — its présent so- 
journ at the Tuileries is but an honourable du- 
rance. The next step of the royal &mily will 
probably lead to unqualified imprisonment ;-r^nd 
Heaven avert that the scaffold be not their £nal 
condamnation !" 

The Countess listened in speechless horror to 
this prophétie denunciation ; and implored Ma- 
dame d^OIonne to look less despondingly on the 
State of passing events. ** Clairville assures me," 
she began 

" Clairville loves thee with too weak a ten- 
derness to wound thy gentle feelings; but I, 
Estelle, hâve dared to unburthen my heart, in 
order to give weight to my counsels." The Ma- 
réchale drew nearer to the object of lier affection, 
and taking her hand, bent fuU upon her the mild 
but intelligent gaze of her vénérable countenance : 
" Let me pray of thee," she whispered, " to dis- 
miss yonder evil counsellor from thy train ; and 
to withdraw, during this season of adversity, 
from the clamour of the giddy world of fashion. 
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* When the winds rîse,' said the ancien t philo- 
sopher, *worship the écho.* May we not in- 
terpret this, *In the hour of popular tumult, 
address thyself to solitude ?' " 

" But would it not carry an impression of 
alarm if the leading members of society were ail 
to retire at this critical moment?" 

** It may be so, — but, trust me, the orgies of 
the great tend more to exasperate the feelings 
of the infuriated multitude of Paris, than many 
graver causes of discontent ; and the privacy of 
home, the cultivaticn of family affections is surely 
the fittest prélude to the hour of danger. — Let us 
prépare ourselves to fall with decency." 

The reflections of the Maréchale weighed so 
beavily upon the mind of Madame de Clairville, 
that the Comtesse Amélie, when she seated her- 
self by her side that night in their box at the 
Théâtre Favart, — ail radiant with loveliness and 
splendour, could not fail to notice the dépression 
of her spirits. 

^* How is this, dear Countess," she exclaimed, 

Y 
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smilingly. " Nay — righ Dot so deeply ; cw I 
«hall imagine, with ail the rest of Paris» that this 
man of the woods,— this mysterious Iroquoîs has 
bewitched you with some Obeah soroery. Tell 
me truly — who is he — and what îs the cannection 
between you? It is said, that he has been wan- 
dering among the green Savannahs for the last 
century— that he is the condemned Jew» — or the 
Masque de fer y risen from the grave, — or the 
Comte de St. Germains, — or — *' 

'^ He is neither more nor less than the représen- 
tative of the Rochemore Êimily, and an old friend 
of mine and Clairville." 

^^ Ând he has gold enough to sink a navy— * 
and dries his letters with diamond dust ?^' 

^* Of his concerns I know nothing, — believe 
me, Amélie, my présent grief springs from other 
and more gênerai sources. I hâve been seriously 
affected by the view taken of the state of public 
affaira by a much-respected friend.'** 

** Not our Cherokee, I trust; — for they as- 
sure me that he stands against us as an enemy; 
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— that he lias deserted the cause both of his an- 
cestry and posterity, and holds with thèse ruf- 
fianly Jacobins!" 

'^ Podx donc ! chère Amélie ! this is no place 
for such a topic." 

** You are right^" said the lovely Madanae de 
BouflBlers, **\t is in truth too serions a subject 
for public discussion ; and one which, spite of 
my apparent levity, haunts my sleepless pillow 
more than I care to own." 

The entrance of Mérangères himself into their 
box put an end to the conversation, — and Gluck 
and Piccini, — Jean Jacques and the Contes Mo- 
raux — ^ajfibrded subjects for new discussion. But 
the Comtesse Amélie scarcely deigned to reply 
to the observations of Mérangères; and short* 
ly after his arrivai» she left them, in order to 
fnlfil a supper engagement at the Hôtel Stain- 
viUe. 

For the first time, Estelle felt embarrassed 
on finding herself tête-à-tête with the Count. 
The opinions she had recently heard ezpretwd 

Y 2 
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conoeming his views, her promise to Madame 
d'Olomie to abandon his intimacy, ail conspired 
to perplez her feelings. At length» with thë lin- 
gering interest of one who is about to take a last- 
ing leave of an old and esteemed friend, she turn- 
ed suddenly towards him, and said with hési- 
tation, *^I wish I might présume on our long 
acquain tance to address a few inquiries to you." 

*^ Are you not assured, Madam, of conmiand- 
ing, at ail times, my respectful attention ?" 

Estelle started as she noticed the grave réserve 
of his address ; — ^it had been already pointed. out 
to her by Amélie de Boufflers as an object of 
mistrust. ^' Let me venture to ask^" she conti- 
nued, ** wherefore you hâve deserted a party to 
wfaich préjudice and interest, to say nothing of 
more honourable feelings, might be supposed to 
attach you ? Our unhappy king — his lovely fa- 
mily — can you be insensible to their affliction ? 
can you be blind to the dangers that menace our 
common rights, and every better distinction of 
existence V* 
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He looked upon her silently, stedfastly, and 
with a peculiar expression. Ât leugth^ a slow 
sœile broke over hîs face. " Are y ou blind ?*" he 
replied, as he shoôk his head with melancholy 
emphasis. ^^Âre y ot^' insensible, that you ques- 
tion me thus? For years I hâve had but one 
object on this earth ;-— for long, long years, I hâve 
toiled, I hâve breathed but for one. Many hâve 
loved you, lady, but none like me ; for I hâve 
put on the habit of shame and mockery , and worn 
it as a bridai garment. To serve you,^--to be 
your defence in the coming hour of danger, I 
hâve leaguëd myself with the outcasts of cré- 
ation, — I hâve adopted a creed revolting to my 
feelings. Yet should I live to save or succour 
you, thèse burthens will not hâve been borne in 
vam. 

The Countess, indignant at such bold déclara- 
tions, yet deeply touched by the intense dévotion 
they set forth, exclaimed, " Thèse, Monsieur de 
Mérangêres, are mère idle professions. Did you 
not formerly imprecate on me, and ail who 
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were dear to me, the biltereat curse that malice 
could suggeat ?" 

" Thou hast said ît, Estelle ! Ând how often 
hâve I started from my midnight sleep — how 
often — ia the land where the torrent and the 
forest were my sole corn pan ions— how often hâve 
I watched to grieve over that irrémédiable pro- 
phecy ! 1 would render up this right hand, Es- 
telle, that I had never been forced to breathe 
those withering worda of yet unfulfilled denun- 
ciation." 

Madame de ClairvïHe replîed not ; for those 
very worda were passîng painfully through her 
mind, to which they had long become ua&miliar. 
" Let îhem live in misery, and die in skamel" 
again seemed to resound in her eare.' The Count 
perceîved hie disadvantage, and interrupting her 
méditations, once more, ïn a aubdued tone, he 
began to pour forth expressions of fond and un 
changed affection; but Estelle, iti assuming the 
dignity of demeanour which became her charac- 
ler, instantly put an end to the conversation, nor 
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did she ever afford him a fresh opportunity for 
its renewal. The folIowiDg day he found hk 
uame erased frcmi her porter's list; and from 
that time Madame de Clairville entirely desisted 
from appearing in pablic. 

But in the retirement of her beloved home 
comfort and peace awaited her no longer. A 
new and undefinable sensé of appréhension was 
roused within her ; the words of the curse were 
perpetuaUy recurring to her mind ; and when 
Monsieur de Clairville was occasionally detained 
from her by the press of public business, or dur- 
ing the accidentai absence of her child, her fears 
became Unreasonably excited. Ând daily, and 
hourly, the darkening aspect of passing events 
added to the sources of her alarm. The unsuc- 
cessful flight of the king and queen» and the in- 
sults to which they subjected themselves by their 
attempted évasion, — the arrest of many of the 
leading nobles, — the appropriation of their estâtes 
to the national treasury, and more than ail, the 
increasing power of the Jacobin party, obscured 
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the laist rap of hope cherishèd hj her sanguine 
feelings. 

And soon suspense was tumed to certainty, 
and calamitj and sorrow began their work of 
havoc amongst tliose she loved. Her brother, — 
tke gajy — ^the proud — ^the chivalrous representa- 
tÎTe of her ancient iamily, — perished in a duel 
arising from a political quarrel ; and her father, — 
bowed to the dust in his old âge, bj this suddeu 
blighting of the tree of his funily honours, — sur- 
yived his loss but a few weeks. '* Thèse are the 
first victims," murmured Estelle» as she beheld 
their heads laid in the grave» ^' but still deeper, — 
still dearer must be the sacrifice, ère ail is 
achieved !" 

Tormented by this gloomy persuasion» which 
every succeeding day tended to render less un- 
reasonable, Madame de Clairvilledrooped atonce 
in body and in mind ; and her beauty began to 
wear the expression of a ghastly intelligence which 
*' o'erinformed its tenement of clay.'^ A new, and 
most unexpected source of consolation was, how- 
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ever, opened to her hy tbe irrrwînn of m boran 
comforter even to her own domesbc circle. The 
religions commiiiiîties of Fiance were dissolred ; 
and Louise, the oompanion of her childhood, re- 
tarned to her fiunily. ]^Ianj of the profeased sis- 
ters and brethren of the £ûth, who were restoied 
to the liberty they had renoonoed, bv the sacrile- 
gious ordinanoe of the new goremment» were 
tempted to brave the resentment of the révolu- 
tionary mob, and résume the vows from which 
they were released. Others marked tlieir ad- 
hérence to the trae cause by flîght into those 
foreign lands which were still devoted to the 
church of Rome ; but Louise de Clairville, find- 
ing she could maintain, in the sad seclusion of her 
brother's house, an almost conventual retirement, 
and retain, without exciting observation 9 the 
habit of her order, addressed herself to the holy 
task of soothing the soûl of her afflicted sister, 
and of imparting to her heart that peace which 
passeth the understanding of worldlings. Ma- 
dame d' donne yielded also shortly aftcrwards 
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to the persnasioDs of her family ; and complied 
with the especial prayer of Estelle, that hand in 
hand they should meet the approach of the tem- 
pest, whose fury now made itself heard through- 
out ail the quarters of the earth. ^* Said I not 
truly," she observed, when she installed herself 
in the Hôtel de Clairville» *^ that I should live to 
repine at the length of days assigned as my por- 
tion ? Happy — happy those to whom the decency 
of a peaceful death-bed hath been already vouch- 
safed !" 

In order to avert the danger of denunciation, 
to which many innocent revolutionary victims 
were betrayed by the malice or rapacity of their 
servants, Monsieur de Clairville contracted his 
establishment so as to retain only the ancient ser- 
vitors of his family ; and the little household was 
devoted tomournful and exclusive solitude. Every 
day they beheld some friend or kinsroan torn from 
the bosom of his family ; and plunged into the 
dégradation of a common prison , only to be with- 
drawn for the mockery of trial by an unlawful 
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tribunal, and the sentence of an ignominious death. 
Ëvery journal bore witness to some freth outrage, 
by which the provinces strove to emulate the bar- 
barous atrocities of the capital; and fathers and 
husbands lived but to repine that the guillotine 
had not spared them the knowledge of enormities 
by whichy during their imprisonment» their de- 
fenceless fiimilies were polluted. 

During this awful season, little was known in 
the Clairville family of the proceedings of Mdran- 
gères, or, as he was now named, the Citoyen 
Rochemore. The silence of the public records 
assured them that he had taken no active part in the 
législative acts ; nor had Clairville ever observed 
him in the processions of the day. But as the 
chosen associate of Philippe Egalité^ they knew 
that he must be among the projectors of every 
sanguinary measure adopted by the rulers of the 
people ; and his name was pronounced among them 
only with horror and disgust. 

Ât this juncture, the three helpless females, 
whose affectionate intercourse enabled them to 



332 THE RBIGN OF TBRBOR. 

support the terrors of theîr position, were one day 
alariBed by the prolonged absence of Clairville. 
Hours passed away, — the season of meals, — the 
season of repose,— yet he returned not. Already 
they consîdered hîm as lost to them for ever, whe» 
a hurried and unsigned billet, in his handwriting, 
was brought to the agonized Countess ; informing 
her that, having received certain information of 
his immédiate denunciation, he had concealed him- 
self in the house of an unsuspected friend. He 
requested Estelle» to forward him a small siim of 
money by a sure hand ; and to devise some means 
of folio wing hîm with her family, as he had re- 

# 

luctantly determined on émigration, and had even 
obtained a passport for Geneva. 

This alarming intelligence was a degree more 
favourable than the anticipations of his family. 
*^ It is to Twe," said Louise, calmly rising, " that 
this work is appointed. There is no hand so safe 
as that of his sîster ; for thy strength of body, 
Estelle, is insufficient to the effort. I will there- 
fore seek out Ernest in the dress of a servant ; and 
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if I should find my return dangerous, I will ac- 
coropany him in his fliglit." 

'* But we cannot ourselves remain hère," ob- 
served the Maréchale. " The officers may per- 
haps arrive to-morrow to seek their victim, and to 
affix the national seal on his effects." 

** Let us leave Paris to-night then," cried Es- 
telle , wildly pressing her boy to her side. 

** But how, my child, without a passport ; and 
who will procure one for us ?" 

The Countess was silent for a moment. — " Yes," 
said she at length, '^ it must indeed be so. Louise» 
go forth on thine errand. Tell my husband we 
will rejoin hira at Fontainebleau, in the moming ; 
1 will myself provide for our safety.'" 

Unable to divine from whom she expected as- 
sistance in this necessity, they marked her depar- 
ture with surprise, but no mistrust ; and Louise 
shortly afterwards left the hôtel, on her equally 
perilous en ter prise. 

A las ! will those unhappy sisters be permitted 
to embrace each other again on this side the 
grave ? 
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Chapter XL 



But thej 
Who in oppression^s darkness caved bad dwelt, 
They were not eagles nourished with the day ; 
What marvel then at times if they mistook theîr prey ? 

BrRox. 



The clock of St. Rochas church struck eleyen as 
Madame de Clairville demanded access to the 
Citoyen Rochemore of the concierge of his mag- 
nificent hôtel. ** The Citoyen cannot be distnrbed 
at this unseasonable hour»" was the reply to one 
whose dress bespoke no great claim to the défér- 
ence of the Suisse. 

'^ I would speak with him on business of im- 
portance." 

^^ The usual pretext» my good woman ! But 
send in your name, and you may perhaps succeed 
in obtaining an audience." 
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Give faim this ring," said the Countess with 
patient humility, <* it may serve me equally well." 
While the old man was absent on her mission. 
Madame de Clairville had leisure to observe that 
the Windows of the opposite house, the gay and 
brilliant hôtel d^Aumont, were illuminated ; and 
that the sound of music aûd festivity issued from 
its lofty walls. She was aware that its noble 
owners had recently rendered up their lives on the 
scaffold, — that they were scarcely cold in their 
dishonoùred graves ; and she had heard that their 
mansion, having become national property, was 
tenanted by Marat and fais licentious crew. — 
** And thus, — even thus," she thought, " will it 
be in a few weeks with my own beloved home ; 
thus will its holiest sanctuaries be poUuted, its 
tranquillity broken by riot and intempérance." 
But she had no time for reflection ; a tall figure 
advanced towards her, through the darkness ; and 
the well-known voice of Léon greeted her, as, re- 
spectfully ojflfering her fais arm, he conducted her 
to the entrance of a suite of splendid apartments 
on the rez de chaussée. 
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Having placed her in a fauteuil^ he stood si- 
leudy, and in évident astonishment waiting her 
permission to be seated. 

** Tfais homage is mockery, Rochemore," said 
she bitterly, as she threw back the veil from her 
pale &ce. '< I am corne as a suppliant.^ 

**My former protestations of dévotion should 
satisfy you that you hâve but to déclare your 
will» if» indeedy it be within my power of exé- 
cution." 

^* Without wasting further time in explana- 
tion»^^ she replied, *^ you must instantly procure a 
passport for Geneva, by the route of Lyons, for 
myselfy my boy, and the Maréchale, under what« 
ever names you may suggest." 

^* It shall be done," said he, rising and going 
towards the ante-room ; " wait my return hère; 
and in a quarter of an hour your wishes shall 
be fulfiUed. But may I not présume to ask 
whether the Citoyen Clairville and his sister 
should not be included ?'* 

Estelle started on perceiving him to be so well 
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versed în their fàtnîly arrangements as to be 
aware of the sojoum of Louise in their house^ 
liold ; and her mistrust once éxcited, she coldly 
answered, ** Nay, wherefore mar the value of 
your services by idle inquiries ? I hâve ezpressed 
the Aill extent of my demands.^' 

He left her without reply ; and no sooner was 
he gone, and she found herself abandoned to the 
solitude of the vast saloon, than her mind was 
struck by the imprudence of the act she had com- 
mitted. Had she not betrayed herself, and those 
yet more dear to her» into the hands of their arch- 
enemy, by a mistaken confidence in his generosity ? 
Might he not compulsively detain her in the ha- 
bitation she had so indiscreetly entered ? She 
flew to the door ; — ^it was closed from without. 
She songht the opposite entrance ; — ^it opened 
into a spacious dining-room, to which there was 
no other access. Âlmost stupified with terror, 
she threw herself on the sofa to await the resuit. 
Âfter an hour, a long hour of misery and sus- 
pense, the door tiras slowly unbolted, and Roche- 
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more stood before her, holding the passport in his 
hand. 

** I wronged him — I wronged my gênerons 
préserver !'* said she distractedly, and alternately 
pressing the paper and the hand that bore it to 
her heart and lips. 

f " And how can I further serve you V he în- 
quiredy searcely able to endure the excess of her 
gratitude. 

" In nothing," she answered, ** save in permit- 
ting me to go hence without delay. Alone» as I 
came, so let me départ." 

^' But might not this assist your âight ?*' he 
continued, his face flushed with the shame of 
offerîng' pecunîary aid to the woman he loved. 

*' Oh ! no, no !*' she replied vehemently ; ** I 
am already more than liberally provided. The 
carriage waits at an appointed spot that is to 
bear us to a distant land; — and there^ Rocheniore^ 
even there, I will pray for thee with grâteful 
regard.*" 

She moved to départ, — she was already gone ; 
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— and looking fearfuUy behind her as she turned 
the corner of the street he inhabited, she per- 
ceived that her conunaods were obeyed, and that 
no one followed her flying footsteps. In an hour 
from that time, she once naore descended the 
stately steps of the Hôtel de Clairville, and si- 
lently bore her son in her trembling arms to a 
travelling-carriage that waited in a neighbouring 
street. The vénérable Maréchale followed as 
&8t as her infinnities would permit; and soon 
their active postilion conveyed them to the bar- 
rier. The passport was exhibited; — it was in 
form; and they passed the gâtes of Paris, — to 
them, terrible as the gâtes of death ! 

For the first time since her knowledge of their 
danger, Estelle relieved her overcharged heart 
by a burst of tears, throwing herself at the same 
moment into the arms of her beloved parent .^ — 
<^ Clairville will meet us at Fontainebleau, before 
break of day," she whispered, " and ail will be 
well." 

^* Heaven fulfil thy hopes !" said Madame 

z 2 
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d^Olonne despondingly, *^ and grant us strength 
to pass through the dark hour of trial, whether 
ît be appoînted earlier or later.*" 

Without obstruction they rolled rapidly along; 
and as the morning advanced, and the little 
Adolphe woke from the slumbers in which he had 
been removed at dead of night from his peaceful 
bed^ the Maréchale drew him upon her knee, and 
said to him gently, but solemnly — " My boy, we 
are embarked in a serious undertaking. Do you 
comprehend that we are travelling under feigned 
names ; and that till you reach the frontier of 
France, you must assist us to préserve our dis- 
guise ?" 

"I do." 

" And will you remember, love, that if aught 
should divide us during this perilous journey, — 
if the protection of your mother and grandmother, 
Adolphe, should be snatched from you by death, 
and you should find yourself an orphan, at the 
mercy of those ruffians who now alas ! rule ail, — 
you must seek neither friend nor aid at Paris; 
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but strive, with courage and fortitude, to reach 
the lands of Rocquigny. Thèse gold pièces will 
aid you, boy ; and should they be rifled from you, 
rather beg your wày towards home than tarry 
among the destroyers of your kindred ; and 
Valentine, the wîfe of Félix the forest-guard, will 
protect you for your mother'^s sake." 

The boy's heart swelled within him at thèse 
sad words, and at the solemn voice in which they 
were uttered. At last, he whispered to his mo- 
ther, ** Are we not safe now; — and wherefore 
should she fear thèse evils ? "*' 

Estelle kissed him sorrowfully, but replied not ; 
for some unhappy suggestion, or rather the de- 
pression of her companion, had recalled to her 
mind the tenour of the fatal curse, — *' Let them 
live in misert/y and die in shame /" 

The gi'ey dawn brought with it more cheering 
expectations ; and as often as the absence of habi- 
tations on the road permitted her to show herself 
without danger, Estelle leant anxiously from the 
portai, and watched for the appearance of those 
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who were now probably approachîng, — her huB- 
band and hia siater. So often was her teavful 
gaze dlsappoiiited, that she resolved at lengtb 
upon a bolder step ; and in changing horeesat an 
obscure village, she demanded oF the national 
officer who Inspecled her passport, whether two 
travellers, bearing the same name, had not pre- 
ceded her on the route. The man took hia pipe 
from his mouth, and answered with nonchalance, 
"A mlddle-aged gentleman, with a, lady, unat- 
tended, in a dark calèche ?" 

" The same." 

" They passed onwards, an hour since." And 
this Batisfaclory information cheered ihe minds of 
the travellers; and they proceeded in happy se- 
curity, 

Itchanced, however, that on reaching the fol- 
lowîng poat, — the small town of St. Etienne, — they 
found the narrow etreets thronged with people ; 
who, even at tliat early hour, were evidently in a 
State of violent excitation. Intelligence probably 
of some popular movement liad reaehed theni 
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from the capital ; for they were parading the pub- 
lic ways with triumph and rejoicing. As the tra- 
vellers reached the market-place, a terrible sight 
revealed to them the eubject of this unusual 
exultation. 

Two aged and helpless priests, who had been 
seized by the mob in the private exercise of their 
dévotions, were there bound to a strong post, and 
pelted by the multitude with missiles of every 
description. Their maimed and bleeding bodies 
were bared to the waist; and one of them, an 
old and decrepid man, was evidently expiring. 

" Ohl merciful God!" shrieked Estelle, "will 
none reçue them ? Will none'show mercy among 
those who so much need it themselves Y* 

^* Hear the Aristocrate T exclaimed one of the 
populace who was nearest to the carriage : '<she 
pleads for her minion.^' ** My friends,'* crîed 
another» ** we are suffering thèse wives and mo- 
thers of traitors to escape ; they are emigrées ; — 
it were a good work to stop their career." 

The carriage was surrounded in a moment, and 



344 TMB RBIOM Of TSRItOR. 

the fouleft curte», the foulait invective»» were 
loudljr laviitied on the ionoeent fugitive». 8ti« 
mulated by tbeir manifeet terror and defeaccleee 
condition, the ringleaden of the tumult hastened 
to further violence. They drogged the trenobling 
wonoen and the agonized child from the vehîcle ; 
and inf if ted on taking them to the Mairie of the 
town. The CounteM in vain attempted to ex* 
hibit ber paiwport; it irould avail her nothing 
againf t the maniacal fury of an excited mob, now 
too long inured to icenef of blood. ** Fear 
nothing,*^ «aid a low voice by her fide ;— »*' reecue 
i» at hand/' 

The voice was tbe voice of Rocheinore ; but 
the person whence it proceedod wai only tliat of 
their driver. In an instant it flashed through the 
mind of Estelle that the same postillon had ap- 
peared to accompany them through every change 
of horses on their route ; and she was not mis- 
taken. But notwithstanding the courageous 
efforts of her mysterious protector, Estelle was 
struck by several stones as they proceeded towards 
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the Hôtel de Ville ; and the mob redoabled in 
their hrutality from mutual encouragement. Even 
the report that the military were advancing apon 
the town» failed to represa their violence ; the 
throng pressed more closely around their victims, 
till their feet scarcely touched the groand. 

As Madame de Clairville ascended the first 
ftep of the Mairie^ a shrill piteous shriek of 
agony from her boy» who was detained behind 
her, roused her strength to bumt from those who 
held her; and she turned towards the mass of 
cowardly assassinsy — ^her eyes flashiug fire like 
those of a lioness whose young hâve been pierced 
by the hunters ! But the light of those eyes was 
quenched in a momenti when she beheld borne 
afar off, the corpse of her aged parent^ — her 
révérend grey hairs defiled with blood and dust» 
A fragment of stone had smitten her upon the 
temple, and had joined her to the numberless 
martyrs of the Révolution. 

Estelle fell instantly lifeless into the arms of 
Rochemore ; and the last sound that rcached her 
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ears was that of his voice, exclaiming, " A tbou- 
aand pistoles — two—to him who saves the chîld !" 
The child was eaved, though luaogled with 
many wounds; and the national guard arriving 
at the moment, dispersed the discoiitented rabble. 
An order in the handwriting of Lafayette, grant- 
ing his especial safe conduct to the Citoyen 
Rochemore aod his party, Becnred him the im- 
médiate release of the prisonera, and the eacort 
of the troops towards Paris. But to ail thia the 
Countesa was happily inaensible. She knew not 
that the form she loved had been consigned to a 
hasty grave ! She knew not that ahe was rapidly 
returning to the capital with her wounded child ; 
fer from their only protector ; and abandoned to 
the power of that man whom she most dreaded 
upoQ earth ! 
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Chapter XII. 



Did Heaven look on. 
And would not take their part? 

Shakspbarb. 



Dats and even weeks passed away before the un- 
fortunate Estelle became sensible of the calamities 
that had befallen her ; — a délirions fever, arising 
from the injuries she had received at St. Etienne, 
absorbed ail her faculties. Ât length returning 
consciousness roused her to a sensé of her wretch- 
ed condition. She raised her feeble head from a 
strange pillow, and found herself confined in a 
dark, stifling recess. '^ I am, then, a prisoner," 
sighed she ; and she strove to rise and reconnoitre 
the nature of her abode. She fell back exhausted ; 
and the feeling of helplessness and désertion over- 
came her. 

'' Oh ! wherefore am I left alone in this lonely 
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world !" she exclàimed bitterly, as she thought 
upon those from whom she was torn for ever. 
** My boy— my boy, — why am I doomed to sur- 
vive thee !" 

A voice — a faint voi<5e — ^in the darkness beside 
her, replied, ^ Mother, I hâve never left thee, — 
I am hère !" 

Welcome — welcome sound ! How joyfuUy did 
it thrill through the exhausted frame of the suf- 
fering mother! — how instantly did her wild 
shriek of rapture écho to the appeal ! 

A door close to the side of her bed was im« 
mediately opened ; and an old woman appear- 
ed, and demanded the cause of her agitation. 
Such a form had seemed to ait through- her 
dreams, and minister to her wants during her 
fever. ** What is your will. Citoyenne ?" again 
inquired the hoarse voice of her attendant. — 
^* First to embrace my boy." The old woman 
muttered; but turning to the further corner of 
the alcôve, she removed the child from fais bed 
and placed him by his mother's side ; and Estelle 
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mingled tears of agony with her fond caresses, as 
she pressed his little wasted form to her heart I 

After Bome minutes spent in this exquisite in- 
dulgence, she observed that the woman still 
waited ; and she then inquired where and where* 
fore she was thus confined ? 

" Time enough — ^time enough,** answered she 
leaving the recess ; ** the Citoyen will explain 
ail." 

Estelle was contented to be alone with her 
restored treasure^ to acquaint herself with the 
nature of his sufferings, and to glory in his re- 
covery with an intensity of delight known only 
to the heart of a mother. The door, howeyer^ 
was again opened, and a man seated himself un- 
ceremoniously by her bedside. As far as the 
imperfect light enabled her tojudge, he was a 
stranger, and of respectable appearance. 

'* It is our physician,^' whispered Adolphe ; 
and his earnest congratulations on the favourable 
change in her health, confirmed this information. 
" Now that your kind counsels are endcd/' said 




350 THB KEIGN OF TEHRO] 



Estelle, ^vlien he roee to départ, « may 1 venture 
to inquire by what accident I hâve been favoured 
with your valuable assiatailce ; and why I am 
thus detained from my friends ?" 

"I fear, madam, you are Bcarcely sufEciently 
re-establlshed to take part in such dititreEsing 
détails. " 

*'Be]ieve me, suspense is far more injurious." 

"Let me assure you, then, ihat you are in 
aafety, although closely concealed ; ïndeed, your 
récent denunciation renders this précaution inévi- 
table. You were recommended to my especial 
attention about a fortnight ago by the Citoj'en 
Rocliemore, wlieu he installed you in thia retreat." 

" Am I in Paria?" 

The physicîan smiled ; for beiog ignorant of 
the state of insensibility in whicli she had been 
removed, he conceived her mind to be still wan- 
dering. But, in a calm tone, she reilerated her 
inquiry. 

" You are iiihabiting a small house in the Fau- 
bourg St. Antoine ; and this recels is formed be- 
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tween two chambers» apparently, in the thickness 
of the wall, and opens through an unsuspected 
pannel. During the troubles of the last two 
years» many such retreats hâve been prepared in 
obscure mansions.^' 

*^ And the Citoyen Rochemore ?" 

^^ I grieve to say that he is now undergoing a 
public inquiry into his conduct before the com- 
missioners of the public safety ; for his exertions 
in your &your at St. Etienne hâve exposed him 
to disadvantageous suspicions." 

*' And my husband ?^ inquired Estelle, with 
some hésitation. 

*^ I am even ignorant of his name and yours. 
I can only inform you that the Citoyen Roche- 
more is reported to hâve fired upon an ofBcer in 
your defence ; and that he has been imprisoned 
in conséquence." 

^^ Alas ! how fatal a destiny seems prepared 
for ail in whom I am interested ! Rochemore 
will perish, and who will protect my boy when I 
am gone ?" 
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" Your dangers are now cDded." 
/^ Âm I not denounced as an emigrant?^' 
** True ; but as long as y ou remain hère, you 
may defy détection. Farewell, madam; you must 
permit me to vîsit you daily." 

Notwithstanding the assurances of her kind 
attendant, Madame de Clairville was alarmed in 
the course of a few days by the forcible entry of 
the municipal officers into the adjoining chamber, 
authorized by a gênerai -warrant to search for 
concealed persons. She was able to distinguish 
every syllable uttered by thèse brutal introders, 
who minutely examined every part of the house. 
She heard them establish themselves at a table 
close to the pannel which affbrded access to her re- 
treat, where they were plentifully supplied with 
eau dévie by old Monica; and during the dreadful 
hour of suspense that their orgies lasted^ she held 
her son closely within her arms, scarcely venturing 
to breathe. After swearing to return and drag 
their hostess to prison, should they find their sus- 
picions renewedy they departed from the house ; 
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and as they closed the door, Estelle fell upon her 
knees, and blessed the providence of Rochemore 
who had secured the safety of her child, and the 
mercy of Heaven which had sanctified his efforts 
in her cause. 

Her healthy which was now in some measure 
restored; soon suffered another severe shock; 
for she had at length prevailed upon her phy- 
sician to make inquiries respecting the fate of 
Clairville and his sister ; and;, after much hési- 
tation, he reluctantly acquainted her that ^they 
had fallen victims to the revolutionary tribunal 
of Lyons ; where they had been denounced and 
arrested as émigrants ! 

Thus afflicted — thus bereft — the suffering Es- 
telle, poor, heart-broken, and deserted, would 
willingly hâve rendered up her life to those by 
whom it was required, had not the endearing ten- 
derness of her child hourly reminded her of his ' 
claims to her protection. Her days were wept 
away upon her squalid couch ; — ^her nights she 
was permitted to pass in pacing up and down 
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tfae adjoinîng chamber ; which, mean and con- 
tracted as it was^ afforded her a change of air. 
Her médical adviser, finding her convalescent» 
had latterly desisted from his visits ; so that her 
only information respecting the fate of Roche- 
more was derived from Monica, who asserted that 
he was still in prison. 

Fondly clinging to the hope that the intelli- 
gence of her husband's death had been préma- 
turé^ Madame De Clairville» on finding that her 
strength was equal to exercise, resolved to brave 
ail hazards, and make personal inquiries concern- 
ing him. She therefore dressed herself in some 
ragged garments provided by Monica; — ^whose 
assistance was easily sectured by a gift of one of 
those gold pièces so providentially bestowed upon 
Adolphe by his grandmother ; — and one morning, 
at day break, she crept from her obscure dwelling, 
and slowly bent her steps towards the Faubourg 
Su Germain. She had previously determined on 
addressing herself to a merchant who had been 
materially obliged by her family, and who resided 
on the Quai Voltaire. 
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She reached hîs door ; and addressing herself 
to a sfaabby shopboy who was lounging on the 
steps, she requested admission to the Citoyen 
Bramet. The boy laughed in her face ; the Cito- 
yen and her son, he informed her» had been guil- 
lotined several months before ; and his premises 
were occupied by strangers. Madame de Clair- 
ville tumed away in tears. It occurred to her 
that this worthy man had perhaps &llen a sacri- 
fice to his connection with her family, — and it was 
even so. 

She now tumed towards the street of her for- 
mer résidence ; and remembering, as she tottered 
along, to hâve formerly observed in the cave be- 
neath one of the adjacent hôtels, a woman who 
seemed to gain a scanty livelihood by vending 
herbs and cresses, she resolved to seek her lowly 
abode. '^ Surely the storm must hâve passed 
unfelt over the head of the poor» unoffending 
Louison," thought Elstelle : and the fact did not 
disappoint her expectations ; for as she rested 
against the board that protected the perpendîcu- 
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lar entrance to the cellar, she perceived it was 
still covered with fresh bouquets and cressons. 

She attracted the attention of the bourgeoise 
by becoming a libéral purchaser ; and Louison — 
commèrepar excellence du quartier — ^was delighted 
to satîsfy the inquiries of the stranger respecting 
the tenants of the adjoining hôtels. ** And who 
inhabits yonder mansion with the porte cochère^ 
asked Estelle at last ; pointing to that which had 
been formerly her own: " who owns it now ?" 
" Aye, that also was the property of a ci-devant^^ 

answered Louison. ^^ He was arrested as an emi- 

■ 

grant, and sufifered at Lyons. His wife and fa- 
mily fied with him, and I take it they are still in 
prison somewhere or other. The more the shame 
and pity," she continued in a lower tone, **for 
they were kind and humane, and easy masters to 
live iinder ; and their place is now fiUed by a 
worthless quean, — a dancer I believe, — ^who is 
protected by Marat. Truly did we grieve when 
my husband read me an account of the death of 
the Citoyen Clairville and his sister the nûn that 
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was, from an old newspaper left hère by some 
customer. But you seem faint, Citoyenne, — will 
you take sl goutte ?" Estelle, instead of replying, 
fell senseless on the pavement; and tbe dompas- 
sionate bourgeoise^ assisting her with a strong 
arm, bore her down to her own misérable habita- 
tion. ** I hâve walkëd so far this morning," said 
Madame de Clairville as she slovirly revived, and 
found herself encircled by Louison's ragged tribe 
of children, '* that I should be glad to procure a 
Jiâcre for my return home." One of the boys was 
immediately dispatched on her errand ; and haviug 
liberally rewarded him, and expressed her grati- 
tude to his mother, she directed the driver to stop 
at the entrance of the Faubourg Si» Antoine^ for 
she did not dare specify the exact place of her 
abode. 

As shè drove slowly along, she found her pro- 
gress impeded by a noisy and increasing mob ; 
ànd the driver was finally obliged to draw up, 
and make way for a procession, which was cheered 
on by shouts of exultation from the populace. — 
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Ând what a procession ! Preceded and surrounded 
by files of the national gaard, there came a com- 
mon cart» in which were herded together, like 
beasts conveyed to butchery, five wretched priso- 
ners on their road to the guillotine ! 

Two of tbem were priests ; a third, by her 
bold demeanour and gaudy attire, seemed chosen 
from among the outcasts. of the people : the 
other two — and they were those to whom the 
coarse insults of the rabble were principally ad- 
dressed, — were the chosen friends, the beloved 
associâtes of Estelle herself,— even Amélie de 
Boufflers and her mother-in-law ! The yoiing 
Countess was habited in plain white garments, 
with her long fair hair scattered over her shoul- 
ders. The blessed hopes of immortality were 
beaming upon her uplifted face as shë stood firm 
and erect in the fatal vehicle ; her arm supported 
her fainting mother, and her voice — that encfaant- 
ing voice of gentleness — tenderly exhorted her to 
composure. She had cast this world behind her ; 
and looked forward to the approaching moment 
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of release with the joyous trust of an expiring 
saint. 

Estelle pressed her hands before her eyes to 
shut ont this heart-rending sight. The cart passed 
on ; its rnmbling wheels were heard in the dis- 
tance, and the shouts of the murderers died away. 
Those hapless victims were seen no more among 
the living. 
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Chapter XIII. 



la crowded halls my spirit is with her ! 
Ând happîness is gone, and peace is lost. 
And fled the flush of youth ; and I am pale 
As the pale océan on a sunless morn. 

I pine away for her yet pity her 

That she should scorn a love so true as mine. 

SOUTHBT. 



The mlnd of Madame de Clairville was so corn- 
pletely overwhelmed by the dreadful spectacle 
it had been her misfortune to witness, that, on 
reaching home, and beholding her now fatherless 
child, she burst into an agony of tears ; and re- 
mained for some time unconscious of the présence 
of a third person. 

It was Léon de Rochemore who stood^gravely 
regarding her ; and when at length she obseryed 
his appearance, she threw herself wildly on her 
knees before him, and began to pour forth con- 
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gratulations on his safety, and expressions of 
gratitude, mingled with détails of the mighty 
loss with which she had been afflicted. '<I am 
now utterly unfriended/' she exclaimed in bitter 
anguish, *^and this boy will soon be an orphan 
and an outcast." '* Not so,** replied Rochemore 
mildly, *' not so, while life is spared to me, 
Coine hîther» Adolphe/' he continued» placing 
Madame de Clairville on a seat ; and taking the 
hand of the child, he led him towards her. ** Im- 
plore your raother to grant me the right of re- 
placing the protector y ou hâve lost. Tell her 
that no exertion, no watchfulness shall be wanting 
on my part to render me worthy of the charge. 
Tell her, Adolphe,-r— and Heaven witness for me 
in what sincerity I speak, — that I will urge her 

to no.kinder feeling in my behalf than" 

" Spare me !" shrieked Estelle, shrinking, atid in- 
terposing her outspread hands as a barrier between 
them; — for a strange and terrible appréhension 
rushed at that moment into her heart, and sickened 
it even unto loathing. ** It is not fitting — it is not 
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décent. Monsieur de Rochemore, that I, a new* 
made widow» should be exposed to such protes- 
tations. You hâve been my fîriend, — and I axa 
grateful; but this trial must be spared me;" 
and again weeping bitterly, she attempted to retire 
into the inner chamber. 

He foUowed, and most respectfuUy, yet ear- 
nestly, detained her. ^* This is no time, Estelle," 
said he gravely, '^ for mistimed delicacy or worldly 
punctilio ; death hath been too busy among us 
to permit of our indulgence in common feelings : 
else should I not require your commands to 
respect your solitude, — ^your irritated feelings, — 
your deep affliction. But circumstances, or ra- 
ther your own most urgent péril, compels me 
to speak. You are now bereft of every natural 
protector ; — nay ! shrink not from me that 1 dare 
to rend open those wounds which I would gladly 
die to heal ! You are without friends, Estelle ! — 
without succour. This very hour you may £Eill 
into the hands of those to whom murder and 
crime are joyous pastimes : — this very hour your 
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child may be torn from your bosom, or thrown 
with y ou into the corruption of a prison. Say ! — 
what are then your intentions, — ^what your plans ? 
To whom look you for aid in this destitution, — 
to whom» Estelle, for friendly counsel and conso- 
lation ?" 

" To my God only for support, — ^for peace, to 
the grave!" 

** But you are a mother ! ''* 

She bent her tearful face over the head of her 
boy, and meekly kissed his forehead. ^'I hâve 
not forgotten it — I hâve forgotten nothing^* she 
added significantly : then wringing her hands in 
the impetuosity of sudden and ancontroulable 
émotion^ she exclaimed, ** Would — would that 
I could indeed forget ! But the horrible events 
of my latter days are written in my heart with 
characters of fire ; and thèy burn, and will con- 
sume this withered bosom!" 

He listened in mournful attention till her pa- 
roxysm had exhausted itself ; and was about to 
urge once more his anxious prayers to Madame 
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de Claîrville, wben, withdrawing her robe from 
fais detaining grasp, she said with composure and 
dignity, "Desist, I pray y ou, for thîs one day. 
To-morrow I will be prepared to llsten with pa- 
tience : — till then, farewell !" 

He departed, satisfied with this assurance ; but 
ère the earliest dawn of that morrow, Estelle and 
her child, disguised as ragged mendicants, had 
passed the dreaded gâtes of Paris, and were 
«lowly journeying towards Rocquigny. Âlarraed 
by new and cruel suspicions of the views enter- 
tained by her only remaining protector, she had 
quitted her abode by stealth before Monica's hour 
of rising ; and feeble were her steps, and bitter 
were her tears, as she wandered forth hand in 
hand with her boy, to seek that distant spot 
where perhaps no charitable door might open to 
receive the denounced émigrant ! 

The whole of the day they journeyed with pain- 
ful persévérance ; their scanty purse only permit- 
ting them to seek the coarsest refreshment, in the 
humblest houses of enter tainment. On the bench 
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of a common estaminet sat the patient and humi- 
liated Comtesse de Clairville, the head of her 
exhausted child pîllowed on her bosom ; and as he 
sighed with the heaviness of fatigue, she pressed 
him yet doser to her heart, and prayed the 
Âlmighty, in his own good time, to release them 
from f urther sufFering ! 

Towards evening they approached the city of 

V ; at the gâtes of which, being strongly 

fortified, the travellers were subjected to stricter 
forms and doser scrutiny than they had hitherto 
encountered. The Countess was insolently ques- 
tioned by a half-disciplined national soldier ; and 
upon the appearance of some inconsistency in the 
Btory she had prepared, he seized her roughly by 
the arm, and brutally insulting her with the 
coarsest epithets and invectives, he insisted on 
carrying her before his superior officer. 

" Hâve mercy — hâve mercyl" she exdaimed, 
in unguarded terror, offering him a considérable 
bribe. ^*See! — my bleeding feet — those of my 
child — confirm the fact of my journey and of my 
poverty/* 
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" You are sômewhat prodigal of your gold, my 
dainty dame," he replied, ** considering your 
ragged garments ; but we will soon see whether 
they conceal not something above the condition 
of a Jeanneton ;'* and taking her by the shoul- 
dersy he forcibly thrust her into a chamber where 
a party of ill-looking men were carousing. 

** i hâve bronght you a travelling princess, 
mon Colonely* said the factionnaire, addressing 
one who appeared to préside. ** Will you inter- 
rogate her yourself, or shall I convey her to the 
Hôtel de Ville ?" 

In spite of sickness and sorrow, — in spite of a 
pallid countenance and wasted person, — ^the love- 
liness and grâce of Estelle de Clairville were still 
only too dangerously conspicuous ; and she was 
now reminded of those forgotten charms by many 
voices, and in terms which, to so pure a mind, 
appeared a cruel outrage. Her indignation only 
provoked rejoinders still more wounding to her 
feelings; then, falling upon her knees before 
them, she lifted up her hands and prayed silently. 
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but fervently. This action, which at the first 
moment appeared to startle her half-intoxicated 
persecutors, was foUowed by a gênerai burst of 
laughter from the whole crew, and by a renewai 
of their licentious addresses and brutal taunts. 

But their mirth endured not. The door was 
thrown open, and a stately figure in the uniform 
of a Buperior officer of the National Guard en- 
tered the room. They rose hastily and in évident 
consternation as he walked to the head of the 
table; and turning towards the still kneeling 
Estelle, he raised her with révérence from the 
groundy while he sternly demanded her release 
and that of her son. The commanding ofRcer 
officiously expressed his anxiety to comply with 
any request of so trusty a servant of the nation 
as the Citoyen Rochemore ; and Léon bowing 
haughtily in acknowledgment, without further 
notice of the astonished company, led Madame 
de Clairville through the guard-room, and placed 
her with Adolphe in a travelling-carriage that 
waited at the gâte. With eager haste he seated 



368 THE REION OF TERROR. 

himself beside her ; and they proceeded lhi*ough 

the city of V , on the very road she liad in- 

tended to traverse. 

As soon as Estelle had recovered the power of 
speechy she attempted with grateful energy to 
address her companion, who was busily employed 
in restoring the strength of her way-worn boy 
by food and cordials. But Léon would listeu to 
nothing ; and even through the darkness she 
could perceive that his tears were falling fast 
upon the head of her son. 

** Why — why should y ou weep ?'' she exclaimed. 
" What hâve you to suffer — ^what to déplore ?" 

«'Oh! Estelle — Estelle!" he rejoined in deep 
agitation, ^* think you that I can be insensible to 
the humiliation of beholding you thus disfîgured, 
thus abandoned to the most cruel trials a woman's 
feelings can be doomed to undergo ? You know 
not,' — ^you will never know, how tenderly you 
hâve been beloved by one to whom your slightest 
wish is dearer than Heaven*s grâce ! Oh ! why 
did you not listen to me ! — why did you not spare 
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me the agony of seeing you thus outraged and 
insulted ! You escaped from me, Estelle, in the 
darkness of the night as from an enemy ; — me^ 
from whom alone of ail this world you can now 
claim respect and protection. You are flying— 
I know it, I see it — towards the lands of Roc- 
quigny ; but you are ignorant that long ago they 
became forfeited to the nation ; — another lawful 
possessor now holds them." 

Madame de Clair ville started. 

** Yes ! — they hâve been sold, Estelle, as na- 
tional property ; and it was / who became the 
purchaser, in order to insure myself the gratifica^ 
tion of restoring them hereafter to your son. It 
3s therefore my house to which^ unconsciously, you 
were flying for shelter, — and oh ! in mercy seek 
ît there still, and there onïy. That house is yours 
by every right: rule it as you list; — only permit 
me the dear, the danger ou s happiness, of some- 
times listening to that voice,— of sometimes gazing 
upon that beloved face !" 

2 B 
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He ventured to take her hand ; — it was cold as 
the grave, and as the grave she wassilent. — " You 
deny tne not ? Oh ! Estelle, bear with me, then, 
yet awhile: hear my prayer with the patience 
of compassion. Thèse are not times, aà too well 
thou knowiBst, for a Woman to dwell in unpro- 
tected isolation; thèse. are not times for the or- 
phan to keep his inheritance, unassisted by power- 
ful protection. If thou wouldst thyself escape 
the horrible dangers of this lawless season, — if 
thou wouldst save this innocent from new afflic- 
tions, — grant me a legàl right to defy the whole 
earth in thy cause. Thou wilt ever behold me, 
as now, submissive, respectful, and devoted to 
thy will; but sincé there is no safety for thee 
save under my guardianship, give not to the vul- 
gar occasion to misreptesent the ties that contiect 



us." 



Madame de Clairville groaned deeply, but re- 

plied not in words to his intreaties. 

« 

'' If I might dare to boast," continued Léon de 
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Rochemore, în a yet more fervent tone, " I could 
tell thee, dearest Estelle, of long years of sorrow 
borne for thee; of wasted time,— of wasted hopes, 
— of duties, of principles, that I hâve abandoned 
for thy sake ! I perilled my life to save those 
who were dear to thee ;— ^in spîte of thy scorn, I 
bore imprisonment and opprobrium with joy in 
thy cause. My fair famé among those in whose 
doctrines I was nurtured, — ^my earthly honour, — 
nay, — ^perchance my eternal weal — ^hath been for- 
feited for love of thee alonel Shudder not^ — 
fihrink not— nor say that such unqualified dévo- 
tion is destined to avail me nothing ! Rather 
promise that I may be permitted to save thee in 
spite of thy self." 

*^ Deny not what he seeks of thee, mother, 
whatever it be," whispered Adolphe, gently ca- 
ressing the weeping Madame de Clairville ; " re- 
member, he is our only remaining friend !" 

She gazed mournfully upon the child as the 
moonlight shone through the carriage-window on 
his fair forehead. The earnestness of despair was 

2 B 2 
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in her look ; and, after some moments, she laid 
her cold hand heavily on that of Rochemore, and 
said, with calm décision, ^^ It is ordained by a 
mightier will than mine, Rochemore, that I should 
become thy wife ; so therefore let it be." 

Léon was too wise to allow one word of exul- 
tation or joy to escape his lips ; he only pressed 
the hand of the cold and almost passive figure by 
his side, as he earnestly implored her to go through 
the civil forma of their union at Rennes, on the 
followingmorning, 

** As thou wilt," she replied ; ** time îs now 
of little account. Let me only pray of thee not 
to deceive thyself ; but to believe that my heart 
cannot enter into thèse inévitable ties. It hovers 
over a low and dishonoured grave, Rochemore, 
which it yearns to share." 

She burst into a flood of bitter tears ; y et, spite 
of her tears-^— her despair, the artful arguments 
of her corapanion ceased not till the dawn of 
morning ; when Madame de Clairville was reluc- 
tantly prevailed upon to go through the civil 
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cèremony, — the onlymarriage rites thensanctioned 
by goyemment, — at the Hôtel de Ville of Rennes. 
Nor conld a statue of marble bave fulfiUed the 
accostomed fonns with more apparent insensibility 
to ail aroond her. 
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Chapter XIV. 



Weddéd to both — and yet, a wîfe to ueither. 

-^— Otway. 

The condition enforced by Estelle, that thèse 
secret nuptials should remain concealed for a time, 
rendered her return to the Château de Rocquigny 
less painful than it would otherwise hâve been. 
For although the domestics oî the former pro- 
prietors had been driven from its walls during the 
pillage to which it had been exposed the preced- 
ing year, their places had been principally sup- 
plied by Rochemore from the neighbouring vil- 
lage ; and it was Yalentine herself who came for- 
ward, as femme de ménage^ to receive the tra- 
vellers. 

Her astonishment, — ^her joy, knew no bounds 
on perceiving by whom her new lord was accom- 
panied ; and Estelle was no sooner borne into the 
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great hall, thau Valentine cast herself at her feet> 
and Idssed them repeatedly in transports of de- 
light. Madame de Clairville had been reported 
dead ; and, beloved as she was apaoqg Xhe pea- 
sants of Hocquignv, her safe return could not be 
hailed but with the liveliest joy. In her pale 
countenance and mournful insensibility, they only 
discovered tokens of natural and becoming aorrow 
for those whom she had so recently lost, — as well 
as of the personal sufferings she had undergone ; 
and they trusted that Time — the comforter — 
would render back the beauty and vivacity of her 
youth. 

It is true, Valentine was somewhat mortified 
that she J&iled to excite the sympathy and indig- 
nation of her mistress, by her florid account of the 
attack made on the castle by one of those maraud- 
ing bands that were permitted to ravage the 
possessions of the ancienne noblesse^ during the 
most lawless period of the Révolution. She 
pointed out the still blackening rafters of the 
splendid offices, which had been consumed by 
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thèse incendiaries to alarm the villagers ; and, as 
she led the way through the suite of principal 
chambers, she eloquently lamented the loss of the 
Venetîan mirrors, — their former boast, — ^which 
had been wantonly dashed from the Windows upon 
the rocks below by the planderers, who were 
unable to remove them for their own purposes» 
The Buhl furniture, — the Gobelin's tapestry, — 
the carpets of La Savonneriey — the Dresden por- 
celain, — the family portraits, which retraced the 
house of Rocqnigny to the ageof Henri II. ^ — ail 
had disappeared in the hour of pillage ; and the 
Château, whose élégance of décoration had been 
former ly one of the niarvels of the province, now 
presented the dreary spectacle of bare walls and 
naked parquets. Estelle dragged herself slowly 
along upon the arm of Rochemore ; her feelings 
absorbed in far différent observations and regrets ; 
when Valentine, importantly selecting a new key 
from her bunch, unlocked the door of the suite 
formerly occupied by her yoùng lady. 

On passing suddenly from the cold and desolate 
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chambers they had left, nothing could be more 
strikîng than the profuse and well-distributed 
élégance of this fairy abode. AU that modem 
Parisian refinement could offer, was liberally be- 
stowed around ; and it would hâve been difficult 
to detect one error of taste in its new décorations. 
Yet Estelle gazed around her in évident disgust ; 
nor did the whispered assurances of Léon» ** It 
was in the trust thou wouldst one day return to 
thy home that ail this was effected/^ procure him 
one gratifying comment of surprise or satisfaction. 

'' If I may be permitted to choose," said she 
coldly, '* I shall sélect the rooms formerly occu- 
pied by — by her whom I hâve lost — for my 
abode.*' The following morning ail that could be 
removed of the furniture destined to her use was 
placed in the apartments of the late Maréchale : 
but she hastily desired they might be returned to 
their first destination. 

*' They accord not with my taste, fer less with 
my feelings," shô observed haughtily, appropriat- 
ing to herself, at the same time, such plain and 
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antique furniture as had been beneath the notice 
of the plunderers of the castle. 

From the moment of her return to the Château 
de Rocquigny, Estelle neither wislied nor at- 
tempted to re-pass ita gâtes; and as she might 
hâve been subjected to arrest at any time, Roche- 
more vvas deligbted with her voluntary seclusiou. 
Lost in bitter reSections, slie would ait for hours 
motionless and unobservant ; and much of her 
solitary day was set apart for private and austère 
dévotion, Tlie rest of her time she gave to the 
éducation of her boy, who was now of an âge to 
profit by her instructiona ; and the récréation of 
her gloomy existence was an evening walk on the 
battlements or glacis, handîa hand with her little 
pupil. For some time Rochemore attempted not 
to moiest her by more than occaaional vîsits ; but 
perceiving, by the changeless indifférence of her 
demeanour, that thia delicacy was unobserved, he 
sought to augraent, by degrees, their length and 
frequency. Coldly passive, — crQelly Gubmisstve, 
she marked no conBcîousuess ol' the change, At 



I 



THB REIQN OF TBRROR. 379 

lengthy usable longer to repress his feelings> he 
scarcely left her side ; — and still, she eyinced 
neither displeasure nor surprise. He began to 
imi^ine that the observation of othex's was a re- 
straint upon Estelle ; and he therefore appointed 
Valentine and her huaband, Félix, whose former 
service in the Rocquigny iamily obtained theo) 
familiar aocess to their mistress, — to the charge 
of the Clairville mansion and estâtes» of which he 
had recently become the purchaser ; and he cou- 
tinued to pension off her attendants, and to replace 
them with others from Paris. 

The Countess neither remonstrated, nor seemed 
relieved by their absence ; nor could the studied 
solicitude hourly displayed by Rochemore for her 
comfort and happiness, procure him one kind 
word^— one kind look in return. She fulfiUed 
with punctilious ezactness her appointed duties, 
but further he prevailed not. Like the victim of 
the ancient tyrant, he was chained to a lifeless 
body ; — like the fabled Eastern prince, he beheld 
his bride turn to a statue of marble on his ap- 
proach ! 
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If there he a. superlative tormeiit of buman na- 
ture, it'is that of dwelling in hourly companion- 
ship with one to whora ouv affections are ten- 
derly devoted, and who repaye our attachment 
with the déférence of respectful indifférence. 
. Hatred had been coroparatively easy to endure; 
but to feel contînually within reach of that return 
of love he eo deeply coveted, to indulge in a still 
disappointed hope of exciting warmer feelings in 
his favour, was, în truth, a harder trial than any 
he had hitherto borne for lier sake. 

Once, indeed, he was startled by finding his 
caresses repelled wilh a momentary expression of 
abhorrence ; and this circumstance gratified the 
ufihappy Léon wîth the long-desired opportunily 
of pleading his cause, and of appealing once more 
against ber cruel injustice. But Estelle was only 
too ready to acknowledge her error, too willing 
to implore his forgiveness ; and be was once more 
cursed by her unrepining submission. 

This passing expression of involuntary disgust, 
arose from a dreadfui suspicion Ihat at times per- 
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plexed the mind of the afflicted Countess. She 
fancied that those beloved beings whom she had 
lost, roight hâve been betrayed by the informa- 
tion of Rochemore into the hands of their de- 
stroyers; and that she herself had only been in- 
volved in a web of dlfficulties by his subtle arts, 
m order to be ostentatiously liberated through 
his interférence. But when she looked upon her 
rescued boy, and considered ail the dangers and 
sufferings braved by Léon de Rochemore in her 
service, jshe was prompt to accuse herself of in- 
gratitude and injustice, and to return to that 
wifelike allegiance which was bitterness to her 
heart. 

Thus afflicted, — ^thus bowed unto the dust, — 
thus chained to the horrors of a revolting connec- 
tion, Estelle, — or must I call her so ? — Madame 
de Rochemore grew paler and more feeble; 
and her cheek, that had long forgotten the impulse 
of a smile, assumed the texture as well as the hue 
of monumental alabaster. At the tiroe of 
marriage, Léon had, in a moment of teli 
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donment, remonstrated with her on the danger 
and improprjety of the black robes she wore. 
Without a murmur, she replaced them with others 
of bridai whiteness; and from that pevîod she ap- 
peared '^ vouée au blanc." The peasants of the 
neighbouring villages, therefore, who beheld her 
in the twilight slowly pacing the lonely glacis, 
might be pardoned for mistaking her for the dis- 
embodied spirit of the former Châtelaine, and as 
her return was as strictiy concealed as the danger 
of her position rendei-ed necessary, such an error 
probably conduced to her safety. 

" Adolphe," said she one evening lo her son, 
as they were pursuing together their solitary 
walk, " allhough thou art yet a child, much péril 
and much sorrow hâve tended to mature thy 
miiid ; and notwithstanding thou mayest not per- 
fectly understand ail that I am about to say, — . 
yet, there will corne a time, boy, — a time, when 
thy mother will be at rest, — that thou wilt recui 
to her words, and cherish them, and comprehend 
their import." 
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He presnd lier haiid, to mark hk attention. 

*< Thon art sarprised, Adolphe, to see the coiv- 
stancy of my grief,^-of the tears that fidl not> 
although life itself is fidling ! Yet hâve we wit- 
nessed many sorrows, both public and personal. 
The throne and the altar of our native country 
overthrown, — ^its sovereigns murdered on the scaf*- 
fold ; our family héritage wrested from us» to 
become the portion of the étranger; and last» 
and oh! more cruel than ail, our dearest and 
best draggéd forth to a death of shame ! Yet it 
is not for this — it is not for thèse ^ Adolphe, I 
grieve, — ^for I could lay' down my head in their 
grave and be at rest. It is thou, my child, it is 
for thy préservation that I hâve doomed myself 
to still deeper misery. I bad trusted to share the 
\iinedded affection of but one on earth ) — to dwell 
in his bosom while life endured, and partake his 
immortality hereafter. Boy — this happiness is 
denied me ! I am become a poilu ted wife !— -and 
the husband of my youth will revile me when I 
I seek him in a better knd." 8he looked wildly 
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aroundy and her haggard countenance grew ter- 
rible as she spake. 

" Adolphe," she contînued, — " this sorrow — 
this curse — ^is but the just denunciation of Hea- 
yen ; for I darèd to outrage the vows made in 
its name by wedding with one who, in my mar- 
riage hour, I loved not with the surpassing affec- 
tion I professed ; and the falsehood of my lips was 
heavily registered against me ! Yet the Almighty 
is my witness how earnestly I strove to effiice ^ 

'< Estelle !" said a voicefrom behind, interrupt- 
îng her, "thèse late walks — this agitation, the 
fruit of a disordered sensibility — are most per- 
nicious to thy feeble frame. Return, dearest, to 
thy chamber:" and Rochemore^ replacing her 
son, whom he despatched onwards, came forward 
to support her. " Turn not from me, refuse not 
to lean upon my arm !" he whispered with affec- 
tion. '^ Alas ! why must thèse tears still and ever 
remind me of the unwelcome ties that unité us ? 
Why — ^why wilt thou turn with persevering sor- 
row to the grievous past. Shouldest thou not 
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rather strive to render that existence endurable, 
which still lieslengthening before us ? Thou hast 
scarcely numbered lialf the years appointed for 
the âge of man ; and may not the remaining half 
bring duties and joys and ties of its own, to ef- 
face the remembrance of our youth ? Oh ! Estelle, 
reject not the means of happiness which Provi- 
dence has placed at thy disposition ; trust me, 
thou art blest with much that many lack. Thy 
child is spared to thee» — ^the inheritance of thy fa- 
thers is restored to him, — and thou hast wealth 
at command. — Nay ! scorn not that which gives 
thee power, at least, to comfort the unfortunate. 
<' And brighter prospects are opening around 
us. A milder policy begins to animate our na- 
tional councils ; France may finally attain a state 
of undisturbed freedom and peace» and ail will be 
well. For myselfy** he added in a doser whisper, 
" may I not for myself add one prayer — one 
word of remonstrance ? There was a time when 
Léon needed them not to insure thy gentle inter- 
prétation ; — ^there was a time-— when, perhaps, he 
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less merited thy grâce — that this hand was not 
snatched so hârshly from his grasp ; — and would 
that he had dîed ère tliat hour of confidence and 
happiness was blotted from his destiny ! But 
may I not urge once more the fondness — ^the con- 
stancy of my dévotion, as a plea to thy forbear- 
ance ? Oh ! Estelle, Estelle — didst thou know 
how deep the wound înfiicted by thèse averted 
looks, — didst thou dream the hours of solitary 
agony insured by thy coldness, — thou wouldst in 
mercy, if not in justice, address thyself to kinder 
practices I" 

*' We cannot recal the past — ^we cannot recal 
the rf^arf," murmured Estelle. 

" Nay, then," exclaimed Rochemore, despair- 
ingly, '' if for nothing I hâve wrought so earnestly, 
— if my life hath been utterly spent in vain, — ^let 
me no longer endure this torment — ^thîs bitter tor- 
ment of thine unwilling possession. I will go 
hence, and for ever ! Thou shalt be free ; and for 
me, I will but shelter me as heretofore in that sa- 
rage land which hath been kinder to me than the 
country of my fathers !" 
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" Not so, — oh ! no, no,^* said Estelle wildly, 
** let not mine ingratitude drive forth my only 
friend. Bear with me yet awhile, Rochemore: 
forgîve my pétulance, — but speak not of leaving 
us !" 

Cheered by thèse flattering assurances, Léon 
left her to compose her spirits in solitude, and 
sallied forth in the twilight to indulge in his own 
more gratifying prospects. 

Half a year had elapsed since Estelle had be- 
come his bride. The summer blossoms had come 
and gone, and the sadness of autumn was again 
spread over the neighbouring yallies. Of the 
varions political changes that had rapidly suc- 
ceeded each other in the metropolis during the 
season of his retirement, ail were alike unfelt and 
unfeared by the Citoyen Rochemore. His per- 
Bonal influence, and the secret sources of wealth 
which his provident address had devised without 
exciting suspicion of their estent, secured him 
from danger during the early period of the Révo- 
lution ; and as he had since retired to obscurity, 

2 2 
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without seeking to tliwart the plans of otliers^ or 
aiming at the acquiremeut of either political power 
or political famé, he attracted not the enmity of 
rivais, or the discontent of the ficklerabble. The 
estâtes of Rocquigny and Clairville were known 
to hâve been already completely devastated ; and 
the présence of the supposed Madame de Clairville 
and her sou secured them from being denounced 
to the spoliators as possessing fresh claîms to at- 
tention by the peasants of Rocquigny ; who were 
prepared to mark their adhérence to their new 
lord by any active support he might require. 

Thus secure, — thus rich in the possession of ail 
that had ever been precious in his estimation, 
Léon de Rochemore couldTnot look on the pro- 
spects of his future life without exultation ; nor 
repress an expectation that restored health, and 
the influence of religion over her mind, wonld 
renew in the heart of his wife if not her early pré- 
dilection in his favour, at least the becoming love 
due to her lawful husband. 

As he walked rapidly along, — ^his step aselastic 
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as the feelings of his heart, — he peroeived a boy 
loitering suspiciously about the entraDce of the 
château, notwithstandÎDg the inquiries of the 
porter whether he wished to enter. At length 
Rochemore himself advanced to question the 
child, whose perplexity and equivocation soon 
excited his anger; and desired him to déclare 
his business on péril of being thrown over the 
drawbridge. Thus meuaced» the boy drew a 
letter from his bosom addressed to the ci-devant 
Comtesse de Clairville, au secret ; and ran crying 
away. The extraordinary terms of the direction 
roused the suspicions of Léon, and tearing open 
the envelope, he had some difficulty in decypher- 
ing the following lines : 

" Du Château de CÎaîrville. 

^^ M0GH-HONOUR£D MaDÀM» 

^* I have something of the utmost conséquence 
to communicate ; and I have therefore desired 
my son to deliver this letter to none but your own 
hands. And yet 1 hardly know what I have to 
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fear, for Félix assorea me that my news wîU be 
weleome and precious both to you and our good 
lord ; but I hâve heard and seen many thingE 
lately which lead me to fear otherwise; and I 
therefore implore you to send me instaut informa- 
tion how we are to proceed : it may save much 
raisery — it may eveo save bloodshed ! 

" Last night, Madame, after we had retired to 
restjWe were disturbedby two poor travellerswho 
claimed hospitality ; and when we had admitted 
them, — in thèse ragged and despised vagrants, we 
discovered — arm yourself, lady, with courage to 
hear the fact, — summon ail your fortïtude to bear 
the shock — we discovered the Count de Clairvîlle 
and his sister. Mademoiselle Louise, who had bo 
long been reputed dead I Oh ! how greatly is he 
changed by hia long imprisonment ! and the poor 
young lady too is so exhausted by the fatigues 
and afflictions she has undergone, that I fear she 
wili scarcely survive till you receive thia. They 
hâve escaped from prison scmewhere in the south, 
and havG travelled liither on foot, and chiefly by 
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night, for they are still in péril of their lives ; 
80 I hâve concealed them in the upper grenier of 
the château 9 till I receive your commands. 

" In reply to the Count's anxious înquiries, I 
hâve acknowledged. Madame, that I know you 
to be living and well^ as also the Comte Adolphe ; 
but I hâve not 'presumed to inform him that 
you inhabit Rocquigny, in conséquence of the 
sad fears I entertain on your account ; and Mon- 
sieur le Comte is so occupied with his dying sis- 
ter, that he has not at présent time to examine 
me closely. But pray. Madame la Comtesse, deign 
to relieve my difficulties without delay ; and oh ! 
if the forebodings of my heart should be just, may 
the good God enlighten and protçct you in this 
dreadful emergency ! 

'' Your devoted obedient Servant, 

*'Valentine Hurtrelle." 

Léon de Rochemore was rooted to the spot on 
which he perused this horrible letter ; — he was 
stricken into stone! For although it was too 
true that he had himself betraved the Comte de 
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Clairville in his flîght, to the tribunal of Lyons, 
he had received certain information that his vîc- 
tim had perished in a gênerai assassination of pri- 
Boners that had taken place in that devoted city. 
In pursuance of this persuasion, he hadiridùstrious- 
ly circulated the report of the déath bf the Comte, 
in order that it might meet the ear of Estelle 
from varions channels ; and having inserted para- 
graphs to the same effect in many foreign and 
Parisian journals, they had remained unconti^- 
dicted during the confusion and universal blood- 
shed that prevailed previous to the fall of Robes- 
pierre. But he was totally unprepared for this 
most awful réfutation ! and he ground his teeth 
with agony, and tore his hair like a madman in 
the bitterness of his despair. " I knew that I 
had played the part of a fiend to make hér my 
wife ; but I believed her mine as lawfuUy as the 
existing enactments would permit; — I believed 

her mine by ties so tender, so holy — so " and 

he laughed with émotion that resembled insanity, 
while tears choked his utterance. For at the 
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same moment, to deepen the horror of his posi- 
tion, he recoUected the certainty he had that day 
acquired, that Estelle \vas about to become a 
mother ; — and hé remembered his own eager, 
fond anticipations, that this new tie might renew 
her attachment to life, and soften her heart to- 
wards the father of her child ! 

He sat him down on the base of the lofty arch, 
and wept till his heart was relieved. Then, feel- 
ing that not a moment must be lost in hésitation, 
he ordered his horse to be prepared, and slowly 

took his way towards the chamber of his of 

Estelle. 
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Chapter XV, 



She died — but iiot alone ; she held within 
A second princîple of life, that might 
Hâve dawned a pure and sînless child of sin I 
BIosBom and bough lie withered with one blight. 

Btron. 



Estelle looked up from the book she was read« 
ing as Rochemorey attired for a journey» stood 
before her. " Thou hast then deceived me," she 
said mournfuUy; ^^ thou art still resentful, and 
wilt forsake me at last !" Ând as she spoke she 
tendered him her hand with tearful eyes, and a 
look of greater interest than she had yet betrayed 
in hîs favour, — a look almost like those of old. 

Th'is was an unexpected trial. He had been 
prepared for a cold adieu ; and her unusual soft- 
ness went straight to his heart : he tnrned away, 
and covered his face with his hands to conceal his 
agôny. 
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" Nay, pardon me," she said, in a sad and tre- 
muloua voiee, " pardon me once again, Roche- 
more ! — be as thou hast ever been, indulgent and 
much enduring for my sake. Forgive my way- 
wardness, and teach me to deserve thy patience." 

He turned suddenly towards her ; and bneeling 
down soleranly before her, he gently toolt her 
two hands wïthin hia own, and pressed them fer- 
vently, though ailently, tohis heart — hia forehead, 
hia lips !■ — and as they were clasped to his bosom, 
ahe feli scorching teara falling heavily upon them. 
Still more softened, still more pénitent for her 
Buppoaed offence, she bent towards him, and for 
the Grst and laat time imprinted a voluntary kisa 
upon his brow. " This is no common émotion," 
whispered Estelle, as he knelt at her feet — " nor 
dost thou cDDtemplate a common absence." 

" It wîll be at leaat a brief one, lady, — or an 
eternal one," continued he apart, as he rose and 
stood in Btately aternneaa by her aide. " Thou 
haat given me cause to wiah ît brief indeed. Fare 
thee well, Estelle ! tare thee well, dearest- 
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beloyed ! Pray {or me to-night ; and if I return 
not, pray for me as long as thou canst retaiti the 
temembrance of one over whose destiny thy love 
was the rulîng star ! — ^f one who cherished thee, 
even when most thou wert disdainfnl and unjust ; 
and who, in thy gentler hour, thine early season 
of tendernesâ) loved thee with the softness, the 
weakness of a womian ! Yet^ why should I speak 
of this?" he continued,dashiDg the lingering tears 
from his cheek ; '* this is a dark hour, and T am 
bound on a quest whose périls delay will but 
aggravate. Seek not to dissuade me, my beloyed ; 
I miist instantly hence ; — ^therefore, farewel !" 

She rose and refused not his embrace. But 
as he faeld her to his heart, a sudden ^udder ran 
through his fî^me ; and throwing her fbrcibly 
from him, he rushed ont of the room, — out of the 
castle ; and mounting his horse, he rodé Airiously 
towards the Château de Clairville. 

Well armed, and resolute as despair could 
make him, be emerged from the forest of Roc- 
quigny, and beheld the halls of Clairville, stand- 
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ing in the moonlight in calm and lonely grandeur. 
The recollections of his youth came over his mind 
like a dream, as he advanced towards tliem; 
and festening his horse to an iron stancheon, he 
knocked for admittance. 

The alarm of Félix as he unbarred the portai 
would hâve ezcited the suspicions of Rochemore 
even had he been unaware of the Count''s con- 
cealment in the Château. With a cool but de- 
termined air he took his pistols from the holsters, 
and stuck them in his belt; then turning towards 
the agitated Félix, he desired him to lead the way 
to the hiding-place of the Comte de Clairville 
The man started, and seemed irresolute, when 
Rochemore cahnly observed, " You raay perceive, 
my good fellow, that I am in no mood for trifling ; 
tfaerefore, présume not to rouse* my resentment. 
But, remember ! whatever may betide between 
Clairville and myself, — whether bloodshed or 
even death,-*-remain thou in the chamber. I 
must hâve an honest witness that no unfair ad* 
vantage prevailed on either side." 
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Somewhat reaeeured by this request, Félix took 
a lanip in his hand, and conducted the impatient 
Rochemore up several narrow ataircases, tîll they 
reached a low door. "Siirely — surely," he ex- 
claimedj with sudden recollection, "you will not 
diattirb him note. He is watching by the body 
of the nun, his poor sister, who died this irorn- 
ing." 

Léon started — but again motioned fo him to 
open the door. 

A solemn aight struck them on enterlng. In 
the centre of the vast and gloomy grenier, ex- 
tended on a lit de sangle, lay the emaciated body 
of Louiae de Clairville — of Rochemore's destined 
bride. It was Burrounded by as many tapers as 
Valentine had been able to procure; the light 
of which, while it served to scare the reptiles 
from their prey, rendered the darkness of the vast 
chamber beyond awfully visible ! The spotless 
whîteness of the wasted features of the dead, — 
the holy serenity of her countenance, which was 
even as that of a saint who hath passed unto her 
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rest, — the stîllness of the lonely spot, — ail tended 
to calm the angry passions of the destroyer, as he 
gazed earnestly upon the couch of death. Then 
walking slowly and sternly towards Clairville, 
who sat near absorbed in the deepest abstraction, 
he addressed him in a low voice. 

The afflicted mourner rose in indignant surprise 
at the disturbance, and replied, '^ Rochemore! 
I hâve been long aware that 'tis to thee I am in- 
debted for mine and yonder released sufferer^s 
betrayal and persécution. I shall find a time to 
thank thee as thou deservest, but the présence of 
the dead forbids ail violence now." 

" No !" exclaimed Léon fiercely, " the dead are 
fitting witnesses for deeds of death ! Or thou*;— 
or I, Clairville, must fall this night; for the 
whole world contains not space for both. Chuse, 
therefore, between thèse weapons, and take thy 
ground." 

" Never !" said Clairville, rejecting the instru- 
ment of death, " never will I bè guilty of this 
sacrilegious act." 
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** How !" rejoined Rochemore ; ** not when I 
glory before thy &ce in haviiig denounced tliee ? 
•^in having secured to myself thèse, the pones- 
sions of thine ancestry^ while thou art an alien 
and a beggar ?" 

Clairville moved his hand in angry gesticula- 
tion ; but Christian forbearance, and the sight of 
the sainted form that lay hushed in calm repose 
by his side, once more prompted him to refuse the 
pistol. 

<^ Coward !" shouted luéon de Rochemore witb 
redoubled fury. '* Canst thou forego so fair an 
occasion for revenge ? will nothing move thee ? 
Nay, then, hear the worst ! Thy wife — thy chaste 
wife — ^thy vaunted Estelle is mine — my mistress ! 
— -lives in my arms— lavishes her kisses upon 
me 

The Count de Clairville seemed to rise from 
the spot whereon he stood, so proudly did his 
heart swell within him for a moment. He rushed 
forwardy and seized the pistol from the hand of 
his adversary ; then exclaiming " Pire !" he levelled 
it at the heart of Léon. 
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Rochemore fired his pistol at random ; and as 
hè received the &tal charge in his breast, fae 
sprang into the air, and fell lifeless on the floor. 

The Count, bréathless with agitation, stooped 
to contemplate his fallen foe; and a gloomy 
feeling of remorse for a moment depressed his 
mind. Although he had been wantonly com- 
pelled to the fatal deed, he grieved while he re- 
traced in the distorted features of his victim, the 
beloved companion of his early years ! 

Some incohérent expressions that escaped the 
trembling Félix, as he composed the scattered 
limbs of the departed, gave rise however to far 
différent émotions. They recalled the taunts, the 
horrible revilings of Rochemore to his mind. 

** Answer me, Félix, as thou hopest salvation — 
is my wife — is the woman of whom he spake, at 
Rocquigny? '* 

'' She is, Sir.'^ 

* * Ënough — my doubts will soon be ended . But 
oh ! merciful Providence, why did I return — why 
'was I rescued from death, for this more awful 
trial !" 2 d 
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He strode away from the fatsA chamber,*-»for 
what now availed concealment or security ! He 
left ^'the dead to bury their dead ; " and like an 
avenging apirit» he stalked in solitary might 
through the grey morning air, as he tumed to- 
wards that home wherein ail the hopes of his after 
life were gathered in dreadful obscurity. 

The horse left by Rochemore still stood at the 
wicket ; he mounted it, and rode on as fast as its 
weariness would permit. At length he reached 
the castle. 

His face was unknown to the strange servant 
whom he roused from his sleep to admit him ; but 
there was something in his awful look and deter- 
mined mien that allowed of no parley. Unmo- 
lestedy he ascended the stair — the well-known 
stair, — and entered varions chambers in pursuit 
of the object of his inquiry. At length he 
reached the apartment inhabited by the late 
Maréchale. 

Estelle, who had been deeply impressed by the 
solemnity of Rochemore's advice, and agitated by 
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many interesting reflectîona, had paased the 
greater part of the night in the refreshing coolnesa 
of her balcony. It wbs the first time she had 
been left alone in the Château since her sad 
nuptials; and grievous thoughts and recollée tionti 
had oppreased her in her solitude. The days, 
the companiona, the errors of her youth had riaeii 
before her mind ; and the very chamber ahe inha- 
bited had painfuUy recalled to her remembrance 
the words of her early lover — " Let them live in 
misery, and die inshame!" 

Towards morning, «-earied by long watchlng 
and long weeping, she had retired to a sofa ; for 
the dawning twilight dissuaded her from seeking 
her pillo\r. She had kissed, and bleesed, and 
prayed by her sleeping chîld ; and with a heart 
heavy with indefinable appréhensions, she lay 
down, habited in a long loose wrapper, to rest. 

The sufferer dept, — butnot long. An unusual 

noise in the chamber roused her ; and as aUe 

unclosed her eyes, she beheld the pale atern coud- 

tenance of Clairville bending closely over her 

L iace 1 2 B2 J 
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She started — she strove to wake, for she be- 
lieved herself still dreaming ; — in vain ! the dread- 
fui vision departed not. He was there ! his breath 
was on her cheek ; and in his eyes an agouized 
expression of mingled love and horror ! 

** Estelle!" said a solemn voice — ^but at that 
moment the door of her apartment was burst open ; 
and it was quickly fiUed by a company of gen- 
darmerie ; who, having detected traces of thé fugi- 
tive prisoners, had foUowed the Count from Clair- 
ville to Rocquigny faster than his jaded horse 
could bear bim. 

" We arrestyou, in the name of the Directory, 
Ernest^ ci-devant Comte de Clairville, as having 
escaped from prison in the city of Lyons ;" and, 
taking some heavy irons from the bands of one of 
his foUowers, the officer who held the warrant 
added insolently, ^^ and this time at least you 
shall find it difficult to break bounds." 

Thèse words, and the sound of the fetters which 
they fastened to the limbs of the Count, brought 
a raaddening conviction to the mind of Estelle. 
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The whole truth,-^the horror of her own posi- 
tion occurred to her at once ! Léon — Clairville — 
herself- — in what situation did they relatively 
stand ? She knew not — she felt not — for her 
mind was already estranged. 

The men wére too much occupied with their 
prisoner to observe her motions. Unregarded, 
she rose slowly from her couch, and with the hiss- 
ing gibber and horrible glare of insanity, she 
passed her fingers through her dishevelled hair 
as she stood regarding their movements. Then 
with fixed eyes and a stealthy pace, she crept 
across the room to the still open window, and in 
an instant reached the parapet of the balcony ! 

Too late their eyes were attracted to the spot. 
They saw her white robe flutter for a moment, 
and lo ! a heavy fall beneath announced the con- 
summation of her destiny. One of the soldiers 
looked over the balustrade» and saw a white 
figure suspeuded in the dreadful depth below 
upon a ledge of rock over which blood was slowly 
oozing. " It is ail over," said the man ; ^* she 
is dead !" 
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Ernest de Clairville was carried back unresist- 
ingly to prison : he bore his trial withont defence 
or comment, and perished in the same cahn in- 
sensibility ! 

The only mark of récognition he gave from the 
moment of his arrest, was by turning away with 
a shudder of horror when, as his party wound 
round the rocks on which the Château de Roc- 
quigny is situated, he beheld two peasants climb- 
ing upwards towards a white object, on which 
a village crowd was gazîng with terror and la* 
menting ! 

That ledge of rock has since been removed by 
chisel and mallet ; for Adolphe de Clairville yet 
livesy and the expiatory chapel erected on that 
mémorable spot^ bears his name united with that 
of — Estelle ! 



THE END. 



LONDON: 
Prinled by WILLIAM CLOWES, 
Stamfoid-Sireet. 
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